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I.ovi in a VIllace.] IN LOVE SHOU'D THERE MEET A FOND PAIR. 
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love flioaM there meet -a fond pair, Un - tutorM by fafhion or art, 
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Whofe wilhes are warm, Are warm and fin -cere, Whofe 



m 



i I f I t? MHb_LI b ' II H If L f L T 



wordi are th* excefs of the ficart 
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IS LOVE SHOULD THERE MEET A FOND'. PAIR. 
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Bufy, curious, thirfty, fly, Drink with me, and drrnk "aT Ij frcaly welcome to my eup, Could'ft thou fip, and 
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Both alike, both mine and thin* 
Haftcn quick to their decline : 
Thine's a fummer ; mine no more, < 
Though repeared to threefcorc j 
Thrccfcore fummcrs, when they're goue^ 
Will appear as fliort at ojKa 
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f%-*^ 
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THE FOUR P*s. A New Poiitical -Song, 



m 



* « -» 



Old Lu-ci-fer once, in i - ni - quttous frolic, Re-fclv'd to give Peace a to • li-ti-Cal cotic; Her white robes and olives to 
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daub in the mire, And fet ail her fweet fmi - ling garlands on fire. Deny down, down, down, dcrry down 



Now to find a fit name for this mifchievoos plan, 
Full mounted, Olo Nick o'er the Alphabet ran ; 
Great A, B, C, D,— E and F, aye and G, 
Till his fiery- hoofd Pegafus rattled out P. 

Dcrry down, down, down, deny down. 

Here's a letter, -quoth Nick, that well frits my deilgn, 
A letter to which many Worthies incline : 
Pain, Priestley, Pair, Price, Petiok, and fome more 
In England and France above half a round fcore. . 

Dcrry down, down, down deny down. 

An Exciseman difbanded for bilking the Crown, 
And a Pabson for pedantry high in renown ; 
A Doctor devout , whofe pbhgiftical gas 
Would fet all the kingdoms on earth in a blaze. 

Dcrry down, down, down deny down. 

A Fourth who— but foftly ! quoth Ni ce, I forget, 
The Fourth I've already haul'd home in my net, 
From whence my beft Jkill would, as yet, be io vain 
To give him one glimpfe of his old friends again* 

Deny down, down, down deny down. 



Then to France for a fabflttxitc, fans all delay, 
On his^<wy of blazes Old Nick flew away ; 
At the door of the Jacobins light in a trice, 
And Pet jon retain'd, in the room of old Prjce. 

x Derry down, down, down, deny down. 

The great Alliteration now fettled outright, 
Olo Luc if e a gave in hisneftrum of fpight, 
With which fmiling Peace they were ordered to drench, 
That the fire in her vifcera nothing might quench. 

Derry down, down, down deny down* 

Of Envy twelve fpoons full, of Malice twelve more, 
Of Sedition and Treafon a plentiful (lore ; 
Of defeated Ambition and Want a large ft are } 
And, to ferment the whole, a dire dofe of defpalr. 

Derry down, down, down derry down* 

In France the great Junto firll made their eiTay, 

But Peace, the fair goddefs, eluded their fway ; 

To Britain ihe fled, and with Brunfwick unites, 

To crown each day's ble&ngs, with tranfports each night. 

Deny down, down, down dcrry dow»; 
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Having mlfsM their firftahn, the Four Agents of Nick 
Dctermin'd at nought which might pleafe him to ftick ; 
To the Nation's Affembly they inftantly hie, 
- And the dofe in the name of the Devil let fly, ■ j ± 

Dcrry down, down, down deny down/ 
j. * * . - j . j *t * . . * * 



Then to Joy and to BrunfwicJt, and Freedom, lets fwell, 
With grateful accordance, the lofty- ton*d (hell ; 
And pray the juft Powers, in abundance of grace, 
To prevent the Four P's from difturbing our peace. 

Deny down, down, down derry down; 
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The Ploughman he's 
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bonny Jad/And aw his works a pleafure; fiot when that he .comes home at e'en He hugs me as Ms treafure 
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Up wi'r now, my Ploughman lad, Corne, n P wi't now, rriy Ploughman j Of , aw the lads that tf r Haw, Commend me to the Ploughman. 



Now that the blooming fpringVeomc on; 

He takes his yoking early ; 
And, whittling o'er the furrow'd land* 

He gaes to fallow cheerly. 

Up wi't now, &c. 

When hame my ploughman comes at e'en, 

He's often wet and weary ; 
Call off the wet, put on the dry, 

And gae to bed, my dearie* 

Up wi't now, &Ci 



Jtfghfglad 1*11 wathmy ploughman's hofe, 

And 1 will waih him o'erly j 
And weelTH malt my ploughman's bed, 

And chear him late and early. 

Up wi't now, &c. 

■He ploughs up hill, and ploughs up dale, # 

And ploughs up faugh and fallow, 
Who winna drinlc the ploughman's health, 

i Is but a dirty fellow* 
Merry butt and merry ben, 

And merry is my ploughman ; 
Of aw tha trades that I do ken, 
. Commend me to the ploughman* 
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A HUNTING 'SONG. 
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Now Au - ro . ra is up, the fweet god - defa of day, Let's' hail the gay ' nymph > toT morn; Bidtfc Ihepherd. and maid, tunc their 



tabonand play, Bid the - huntfman at - tend with' his 'hot' 
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. tend with his Jiorn. To .fiaviih dull rule, let the ch be con-.nn'd, Let him toil 4y and night ioT. foT we ,hhj To hunting and 
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lads* is goad health 



By yon rural copfe, ju ft opening to fight, 

View the young tender brood, and prepare t 
Let them firft for the flty, my good boys, wing their flight ; 

True fportfmen delight to moot fare. 
When return'd from the chacc, lec the bumpers go round! 

Let us merrily revel and fing ; 
In women ^nd wine true harmony'* found ; 

Fill your glaflc*, and toaft to the King 1 
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FROM THE HILL O* PARNASSUS. 
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From the hill of Parnailos defecod, my fair maid, And leod to thy fervatt Tha - lia, thice aidj Give grace to my numbers, and 
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imile on my fong, And the true laugji of humour ex * teod to rhe throng: Bring Frolic and Fancy to erown ray fond rhimes, And Til 
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jocundly fing, and I'll laugh at the limes. 



Whit a medley of mortals around us appear J 
The Patriot, the Parfon, the Poet, the Peer; 
The ruftical Clown, and the phyfical Prig, 
And the tun-belly'd Citizen, monftrous big ; 
With others, who finely would fill up my rhymes* 
To make us all fing, a ad all laugh at the timet. 



At St. Stephen's, beholo^ our true Patriots meet* 
All brimful of honour! near Parliament Street- 
Huzza ! for fair Freedom ! dear Liberty foeaks ; 
Fill thy trumpet OFame ! and fwcll out tby. lank cheeky 
For thefe patriots accufe each the other of crimes f 
Which fliew* us tha foil/ of ?0PViARtim«, 



f> 
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Rub-a-dub goea the drum, with the ftandard on high. 
See CornwalHs advance, or to conquer or die; 
The ambition of Tippoo each Briton alarms* 
While echoes refound, To arms, to arm?, boys, to arms! 
Now behold they advance to the tyrant*s Jlrong lines, 
Seringapaum once taken, we'll laugh at the times. 



Tho' humble the bard, may his wifhes prevail- 
No malice invade us, no flander aJTail ; 
Let honour's bright beam gild the rays of the morn* 
And freedom old England for ever adorn ; - 
Let our virtues advance, and be banifh'd our crimes, 
And then we'll all fing, and will laugh at the time* 
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THE TAITHrUL LOVER. 
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My Chlo - e why d'ye flight me, Since all you aflt you have? No more with fro wm a - fright me, Nor ufc me like a 



flave. 
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Good na * ture to dif - co • ver, Ufe well your faith - ful lov - er, I'll 



no more a 



rover, But 



I 
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con - ftant to my gruve. 
Could we but change condition, 
My griefs would be all flown \ 
Poor I, the kind Phyfidan, 

And you, the Patient grown. 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
, Well-fliapM, and alfo witty; 
Enforc*d by gen'rous Pity, 

Then make my cafe your Awn. 



ArFETTUOSO. 



The PowVs who kindly gave us, 
And formM cur fliape and mind, 

Too furely would enflave na, 
Were they like you inclin'd i 

Then goodnefs be your duty, 

Or I muft bid adieu t*ye ; 

.Like them, with all your beauty 
Be merciful aod kind, 

SOFT GOD OF SLEEP. 



The filver Swan, when dying. 

Has molt melodious lays ; 
Like him, when life is flying* 
In fangs I'll end my aays* 
But know, thou cruel creature, 
My foul fhall mount the fleeter* 
And I fhall fing the fweeter, 
By warbling forth your praiff. 
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Soft god of 
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when next you fleal To charming Ce - lia's eyes, In dreams to the dear maid re 



veal 



Who 'tis Out fcr her dies! 



flut, fhould the fair-one be difpleas'd. 
At the unwelcome theme, 

Fly her; and let her mind be ea*'^ 
By iioding it a dream* 



SFM6HTLY. 
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I'D RATHER LIVE. 
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I'd 



rather live here, 2nd be reckon'd a clowo, Than make a grand mow in that fine London town, That 



fz£fe±tt?^aB!|ttg^ ^ ^^^^ l 



place of reception for Belzebub*s imps, For gamefters, for ftrumpe:s, pickpockets, and pimps ; Pickpockets 2nd pimps ; pickpocket j and pimpii 



Like fifties of prey they each other devour ; 
The weak are deilroy'd by the wretches in power; 
The town is a river, a pike ev*ry man, 
Whofwims up 2nd down to get prey where he can. 



No friendflrip in cities or courts can re fide ; 
Their friendftnp's all words, their affeftion outfide ; 
Their confeience and hcftiour they barter for gain, 
And nothing they {tick a*, their pride to obtaio. 



But we, who live hamilefs, and free from reproach, 
On each others property never encroach ; 
To more than iufHcicnt we jicver afpirc ; 
A* mofurciis we'ec rich* having alL wc dcfirii 



Andante. 
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THE COMPLAINT. 
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When iirft you took my heart as a prize, Due to the pow*r of your conqu'ring eyes; If ever I thought my cap - ti - vi - ty 




mi 



m 



^ 



fvveetj 'Twas when you allowM me to lie at your feet. 

But now fo ungrateful you are grown, 

All my kind fervices you difown ; 

And when that I feflc you to lengthen my chain, 

You always anfwer me, Love has no paijj. 



Oh, did you but know the pain I en Jure, 
Sure you would never deny me the cure I 
But fince it is fo, I muft hope for no cafe, 
Sin^ mj Phyfjcian won't fcjaaw'niy iic ■* vV- 
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WOMEN AND WINE. 
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Gloomy care, no more perplex mc J Hence, begone! don't me contronl; Lovely Chlo - e fcorns to vex me, Nor thegenVous fparkliog bowl, 
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Nor the gen*rous fparkling bowl. Aid thofe Haver, that moll de - light m telling of their ill - got coin; What to me is moll inviting 



j^lrp^i 
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Is my Chloe and my wioel What to me is moll invi - - ting Is my Chloe and my wine! Is my ChJoc and my wine! 



What is life without enjoyment ! 

To live merrily, and gay 
Certainty's a god s employment ; 

Fears and cares, be far away ! 



Though old age mall Heal upon me, 
With its pain I'll not repine ; 

Death ihan't force my Chloe from mc, 
Him I'll drown in gen'rous wine ! 



Allegretto. 



THE COQJUETTE. 
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Fair Ro-fa-lind, in' wofol wife, Sir hearts has bound in thrall} As yet (he un-de - termin'd lies, Which flie her fpoufe fliall- 



SB 

call - * Whi 



p? 



is 
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Which Ihe her fpoufc Hull call. 



Wretched, and only wretched, he, 
To whom that lot mall fall ; 

For , if her heart aright I fee, 
She means to pleaie *cm all j 
She means to pleafe 'cm »H. 



THE POWER OF LOVE. 
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Swe ct are *e cta^rfl* I WMo re f«-.g«nt chants da - ma* rofe; Soft . the down of tur - tk 
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.thir -.fly plain*. 



True as the needle to the pole, 

Or as the dial to the fun; 
Conftant as gliding waters rofl, 

Whofe fuelling tides obey the moon : 
Prom ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love fhall follow thee. 

Devouring Time, with ftealingpace. 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 

And marble towers, and walls of brafs, 
In his rude march -he levels low ; 

Bot Time deftroying far and wide. 

Love from the foal twi ne'er divide* 



The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, r 
The dam the tender kid purfues; 

Sweet Philomel, in fhady bowers 
Of verdant fpring, her note renews :* 

All follow what ,they mod admire, 

As 1 purfue my foul's defire. 

Death only, with his cm el dart. 
The gentje godhead can remove ; 

And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the Weft above r 

Where, known to all his kindred tiam, 

He finds a Jailing reft from pain. 



Nature moft change t her beauteous fzcf, 
And vary as the feafons rrTe^ v 

As winter to the fpring ^gives place, 
Summer th* approach of Autumn' flje* ; 

Np change on love the feafons bring* 

Love only knows perpetual fpring* 

Love, *nd his fifter fair, the foul, 

Twin -bom from heaven together .came j 

Love will the unlverfe conlrouJ, 

When dyiog feafons lofc their name : 

'Divine abodes fhall own his power, 

When Time and Deatfi fhall be no more* 



2. 



THE SHEPHERD. 
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Shep - - herd wpuld'ft thou here ob - tain 
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Pica - fure un - al 



Joy'd with pain, 



Joy, that fuits the ' 
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™-.nl fph«*, GcnUc fhephed; lead an «■: Art . . l c6 deed and / Jim - . p)t drefa 




Mark the cho * fen Jhep 



her - deft. 



* Learn to relifh calm delight, 
Verdant vales, and fountains bright; 
Trees, that nod on fleping hills, 
Caves, that echo, tinkling rills. 

Artlefs deedj &c. 

Xove, and all its joys be thine ; 
, Yet, ere thou the rein a refign, 
Hear what reafon has to fay, 
-Hear, attentive, aod obey. 

Artlefs deed, &f . 



If thou canft no charm" difclofe 
In the fimpleft bud that blows, 
Go, forfake thy plain and fold, 
Join the crowd, and toil for gold. 

Artlefs deed, &c. 

Crimfon leaves the rcfe adorn, 
But beneath them lurks the tboro * 
Fairand flWry is the brake, 
Yet it hides the vengeful fnake. 

Artlefs deed, &c. 



Tranquil pleafures never cloy; , 
Banifli each tumultuous joy ; 
Aflbutlovej for love infpire* 
Fonder wiflies, warmer fires, 

Artlefs deed, &e. 

Think not flic, whofc empty pride 
Bares the fleecy garb deride j 
Think not flic, who, light and vain; 
Scores the flicep* can love the fwain. 

Artlefs deed, &c#" 



a. 
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Let not lucre, let not pride* 
Draw thee from fuch charms a fide ; 
Have not thofe their proper fphere ? 
Gentler pallions triumph here. " 

AitJefs deed, &c* 



( 27 ) 

See, to fweeten thy rcpofe, 
The bloiTom buds, the fountain flows, 
Lo, to crown thy healthful board , 
All that mill and fruits aflbrd. 

Artlef$deed,&c» 



Seek no more— — the refTs in vain v 
Pleafure, ending foon in pain ; 
Anguifh, lightly gilded o'er; 
Clofe thy wifh, and feck no more. 

Artlefs deed, &c. 
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HUNTING SONG- 
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To the woods and the fields, my brave boys, hafte a - wsy ! Our fport is . to follow the hare ; For the morning is clear and de- 
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Ughtful -Jy gay, Sure nothing with this can compare i For the morning is clear and de - lightfully g*y, Sure nothing with this can compare I 



See our horfes fo fwift and courageoufly bold, 

Our hounds fo well fecnted and fleet 1 
Hark, hark I they're all off; they're crofling the field t 

Let's p urfue, theo, with courage and heat. 

See, fee, how poor pufly redoubles her fpeed * 
Through briars, brakes, hedges, flic flies 1 

With the hounds in full tone, and Old Ball in the lead, 
Sweet echo re founds to the ikies 1 



But behold, on a fudden, the hounds are all loft ; 

She's fquatted, and now pants for breath I 
Till, alas I Jhe foon finds and that to her colt> 

The purfuit will foon finifh in death ! 

Then huzza, my brave boys, let us h alien to crown 

The plea fu res of this happy day ! 
For our fpou fes and fweethearts we'll never difown* 

But be always blithe, jolly > and gay I 
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THE COMPARISON; 
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Cclia, hoard thy charms no more, Beauty's like the mi - fer*s trcafure : Still the vain pof - fcf - Ws poor, 
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What are rich - es without pleafure ? End - Ie6 pains the mi - fcr takea To en - creafe hi* heaps of money^ 



^ ^ ffiffi ^^ ^^ 



Lab'r-ing beex his pat - tern makes, Yet he fears to tafte his honey. 



pi 



Views, with aking eyes, his (lore, 

Trembling, left he chance to lofe it ; 
- Pining ftill, for want of more, 

Tho' the wretch wants pow*rto life it, 
Celia thus, with endlefs arts, 

Spends Icr days, her charms improving; 
Laboring ft ill to conquer hearts, 

Yet ne'er tafte* the fiveetf of loving^ 



Views with pride, her /hape, her face, 
Fancying ft ill flie's under twenty ; 

Age brings wrinkles on a pace, 

White fhe ftarves with all her plenty. 

Soon or late, they both will find, 
Time their idol from them fever ;, 

tic muft leave his gold behind, 
Look'd within Ms grave for-$vflv 



Celia's fate will ftill be.worfe, 

When her fading charms deceive her; 
Vain defire will be her curfe,* 

When no mortal will relieve her. 
Celia, hoard thy charms no mor^, x 

^ Beauty's like the Mifei's trcafure : 
Tafte a little of thy (tore; 

What is be*uty without pleafure ? 



THE- INVITATION. 
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Dull ' bus'nefs, hence I a * void this fa - c red round : To mirth and mighty love* let tv'ry bowl be crown'd. The 



fparkling neftar fee ! It fans the Irver'a ' Hre ; 
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And e - mulates thofc fmiles its fprightly draughts in - fplre« The gen'rous juice wh3 
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fcoros, and wears a fallen brow. Still let his jniihefs frown, and he no pleafures know 1 



To Chloe's name let's confecrate the glafs ; 

Chloe fliall make each round with livelier tranfportpafs j 

What tho' the brain Jhould rock* and fwim ruing eyes ihould roll * 

Love, mighty Love, does more— Intoxicates the foul. 

Then, like true fons of Joy, let's laugh at the precife ; 

When Wifdom grows aufteie, *ds Jolly to be wife* 



This 'tis* to live j thus time is nobly loft : 
To drink, and love, is all dull man from life can boaft. 
Thou fiend Reflexion, hence ! Mirth (hall not be alJayM, 
Tho* lefs*nin£ tapers wafte, and the pale ftars ihould fade. 
No matter when the mom, or brighter Phoebus rife ; 
The mom's in Chloe's cheek, and Phoebus in her eyes* 
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POOR C E L I A.' 



^^ Poor Cdi 
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Idia fell fick, and look'd wonder -ful bad! Which 



ich greatly a - 
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larro*d both her mammy and dad ; The caufc oi 
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her 
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ill-nefs do 



one could came nigh; For all that Jhe faid was, A - las! I Hull die I 
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! I mail die! A - lasl I mall 



diet For all that flie faid was, A - lasl I Jhall die! 

The do&or was fent for, who came in all haile ; 
In defperatc cafes there's no time" to wafte. 
He fmeltat his cane, and turn*d,iip his eye; 
Yet Cclia faid, Doclor, alas ! I Jhall die \ 

He next felt her pulfc; cry*d Hem, and then Ha ; 
.And canvafs'd in thought o'er the phyucaljaw : 
Paracelfus or Galen could not fhew him why 
A damfel fo young fliould complain fiie fliould die. 



Secure of his fee, he refolvM to prefcribe ; 
The fee*s the chief end of the phyfical tribe* 
With his pills and his potions obliged to comply. 
She took, yet continued, Alas ! 1 fhall die 1 t 

Brifk Damon, a youth of great natural Jkill, 
As foon as he heard jthat poor Celia was ill, 
With the wings of a lover unto her did fly, 
And whifpcrM, My dcareft, ray Celia, flian't die! 



He prefs'd, Hie contented; next day they were wed, 

And her cheeks with their former hveet bloom are o'cr-fprcad; 

The plcafures of Hymen relumine her eye, 

And CfcU*j thank heav'n, is not likely to die. 
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SOME WOMEN, 
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Lively. 
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jSomc women take dc - light in drefs, And fome in cards uke plea - fure, While o - then place their ^ hap - pi - nefs Iu 
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heaping hoards of trea-fnre ; In private fome dc- light to kifs, Their hid -den charms un - frld - - ing; But all miftake ^ the 
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fov'reignblifs; There's no fuchjoyas fcolding! As fcolding, as folding! TherVs no fuch 'joy « fcold - ing ! 



The inftant that I ope my eyes* 

Adieu all day to filence ; 
Before my neighbours they can rife 

They hear my tongue a mile hence* 
When at the board I take my fen 

'Tis one continued riot ; 
I cat and fcold, and fcold and eat # 

My clack is ne'er at quiet. 



Too fat, too lean, too hot, .too cold; 

I ever am complaining ; 
Too frefh, too ft ale, too young, too old, 

Each gueft at table paining : 
Let it be fowl, or fleih, or fifh, 
" Though of my own providing, 
I Hill find fault with evVy difh, 

Still cv'ry fervant chiding* 



But, when I go to bed at night, 

Ifurely fall a weeping; 
For then I lofe mv'gr cat delight j 

Ho\v can I fcold when flecping ? 
But this my pain doth mitigate, 

And foon difperfes forrow, — 
Although to-night it be too late, 

I'll pity it off to ingrrow ! 
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SMIRKING NAN. 
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Oh f who -is me ! poor Walley cr/d, Sec how Tm waft - cd ' to a fpan, My heart I loft when tfrft I fp/d, That 
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lovely fairking milk - maid Nan, *Pm grown fo weak, the gentleft breeze of dufty Ro-ger*5 whining fann can waft me o*cr you 
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peachy irecj, and all for the fake of my fmirlcing Nan* 



The ale wife mifles me of lace f 

I us'd to top an a hearty can j 
But I can neither eat nor drink, 

But what is bak'd and brewM by Nan, 
■The baker bakes the jincft bread, 

He ufes theitower and leaves the bran} 
Xikc bran to me is ev'ry other maid, 

And when compar'd to my fmirkinjj Nan* 



There's Diet of the green, the dirty loon, 
Laft Sunday to my miftrefs ran, 

He Hole a kifs, I knock'd him down. 
Which hugely pleas*d my fmirking Nam 

But oh the roaring foldier eomes, 
With his ran tan tarara rara ran % 

"Her cows me quits for the noify drum* 

Oh I woe is me, IVc loft poor Nan, 



SUNG AT PO BLI C PL AC E S. 
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NEW SONGS, &c. IN THE PRISONER. 

* ■ 

AS rERFOaillKG AT TH^KIHG** THEATKE, 
HAYMARKST. 



NiHA. 

HOW charming's a camp, where foldiers late and early. 

With hair fo tightly trimm'd up, and powdcPd fo fine, 

March, fliouldcr, prefent ; while the ferjeant fo furly, 

Drills the young recruits in the rear of the line, 

To a dub-a-diib — while fo merry 

Beats the drummer*— dub-a-dub. 

Tho' bluff they look and fierce, that no lions fure are bolderi 

Yet the damfcis don't fear 'em ; nay, one, as I live. 
Came and alk*d me to give her my heart : but I told her, 
Says 1, That's befpoke, and I've nothing clfe to give, * 
But dub-a-dub — ever merry 
Beats the drummer — dub-a-dub. 



Team that exhale from thefprings of good nature, 
Fall like the dew upon fymparhy's brcail ; 

Wifhcs reviving, bloom with frcfli beauty, 
And in gay colours are gaudily drift/ 



Yet, when I think on, the danger that threatens, 
Fear blights my bofom with doubt and difmay, 

Fond Expectation, all cheerlcfs and languid; 
Droops, drops its* blollbm, and withers away f 



' CLARA* 

Come from Horrors dreary cell, 

Where Jealou fy delights to dwell 

Come, fell Revenge, that never flceps ; 

Revenge her fang in mortal poifon ficcps, * 

And madly laughs and we<-ps, 

And fmiles at rival's pangs, and a£ls the deeds of bell. 

Come, thou that art above controul, 

Roufc my vaft purpofe— fill my inadden'd foul t 



tmo- 



IV. 



-THERESA, JULIANA, KARC13SO* 



Theresa, And will you footh my anguifh ? 
jut ias a. Oh f think us ever true I 
Tuebesa. And will you brave the danger ? " 
Narcisso. I fear not hut for you* . 

T u r a E s A . Mercy 's an a ngcl's vi rtu c ; 
Narcisso. It fhincs fo bright in you : 
Thebesa. *Ah ! footh my bnfoinV anguifh; 
Juliana. Be happy as we're true I 

E 



{To Jut. 
[To N*r. 
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BERNARDO. 

Whfne'eh Hie bade me ceafe to plead, 
Her brcaft wouM gently heave, r 

And proved her lip beguil'd a heart . 
Ill praftis'd to deceive. 

As fuelling waves that ieem inclin'd ; 

To greet the fliores they leave "behind* 



PASQUAL. 
(Mutic by Mozart.) 

Where the banners of glory are ftreaminf, 

Her image flill lingers above • 
And her eyes feem all terribly gleam iog, 

Which glow'd but with tranfports of Jove. 

Deeds of arm§ my ibul iofpire 

As thefcatt'ling thonders roll, 
She and fame my bofom fire, 
And to conqueft light my foul : 
And mid flaughter madly wounding, 
Hcrois dying, groans itfouading, 



TAVOUMTI SONOSj 

Armour clafhing, 

Lightning flafhing, 
Angel pinton'd o'er her lover, 
With protecting wing flie'Ii hover ; 
Valour's genius— -memory's plcafure, 
Guardian of life's facred treafurc. 

What can check the foldier's courfe, 
Who, where war delights to rove, 

Strikes with more than m or til force, 
Urg'd by fame, impeliM by love? 



VII* 

DVET.-^NINA AND ROBERTO, 

NINA* 



Let lis brilk and merry be, 
Ever fond and ever free. 



ROBERTO* 



Fond and free your fwain fliall be. 
Full of love and full of glee* 



NINA AKD ROBERTO* 



Dane* and fing as Hymen bids j 
Happy as two wanton kids* 

Dance sndfitig,&c. 
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SESTBTT0.— BERNARDO, PASqjTAt, MA«05> 
THERESA, KIKA, AND CLARA, 

BERNARDO, 

Th a fliaft of wild rebellion, 

With ten* fold fury fent, 
Falls on the loyal bofom 

Un-ner/d, defpoil'd, aod fpent* — 

tasq^tal, 
Un-nerv'd, defpoil'd, and fpcnt f 

MARCOS. 

Amid the darts of flaughter 

My fteps undaunted move : 
Secure, no fliaft can wound me 

So deep as that of love* 

BERNARDO* 

f 

Away I In ehains and darknefs 
His haughty foul fubdue. 

PASQUAL. 

Away J In cbains and darkcei) 
His haughty foul fubduc* 

MARCOli 



UARCOS. 

I fear nor chains nor darknefs 
To love and valour true. 

IERHAROO* 

Rebellion ne*er wanted a colour 
7o blazon its wanton alarms ; 

TNERE3A, NINA, CLAlA, 

Yet furely the viftor may pardon, 
When love gild* the flandartl of arms. 

harcoi* 

Herbeauty with courage fuftains mc, 
And death of Its terror difarm*. 

THSRESA, CLAEA* 



-Mercy I Mercy I 



For love gilds the ftandard of arms. 

BERNARDO, PASCAL, 

A dungeon's gloom mall chill him. 
His boaftcd courage prove $ 

ma a cos* 

No gloom can chill the paffio:i> 
IofUmM by raging lovc$ 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES. 

TNEREfA, K1NA, CLARA. 

Alas 1 are chains and darknefs, 
The proper meed of love ; 
If with me dwelt ihe lip of pcrfuafion, 
^'or pardon and mercy *twou*d fuc. 

1ERNARD0, PASQJ/AL* 

In v*in you svou'd plead for a rebel, 

A traitor to duty and you ; 

Hence, hence I in the gloom of the dungeon ; 

Let day never gleam on his fight* 

HAacos, 

She pleids, awNny chains become trophies, 
She i'miles, and all darknefs is light. 



IX. 

MARCOS* 

Despair around my hc»d 

It's horror flings, 

My wifh to live 

No longer clings, 

All hope is fled, 

And in its (lead, 
Mifcry flaps it*s raven wings* 
K 2 
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CNORtJS. - 

Sound alarms f 

Sound alarms! 
Amid thefhadesof night, 
Let war-fires flam a blaze of light, 
While victory ftrides before you ; 
Since for life and for freedom we fighr, 
Let the foul beat to arms, 
And the word be—* Death or glory !* 



CLARA. 



b 



(Original Scotch* ) 



Poor Carlos fued a beauteous maid, 

On her his happinefs flaking ; 
'She frown'd upon his love— lie figh'd 

' Ah me I my heart is breaking/ 
She took a fwain of large domains, 

His humble love forfaking, 
He thought her happy, and he fmil'd, 

Although his heart was breaking. 

On wealth alone few joys attend, 
She found with anguifh aching j 

He funk, and gave her fuch a lode, 
J u ft as his heart waa breaking. 



KAft. 






em 
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XI. 

FINALE. 

KA*C1SS0 AND JULIANA. 

Good humour, peace, and glee returo; 

Let each enjoy the rifingblifs, 
And brufhing up his ruby lips, 

Prepay alike to fip and kifs. 

CHORUS* 

Good humour fmilcs as rage fubfides, 
And, in it's luftred radiance proud* 

DifFufes rays of focial love, 

As fummer funs fucceed a cloud. 

CLARA. 

In varied colours memory glows, 
Of dangers pad and raptures new; 

As deepen'd tints of crimfon dye. 
Bcftrcak the tulip's filver hue. 

Good humour, &c. 



MARCOS AKD THERESA. 
MARCOt. 

Henceforth, no. fear nor dread ihall threat, 
/ lso tumult phafurc's caurfc atrcft ; 



TAVOURITE SONGS, 

ROBERTO, NINA. 

Bot eachdifpute ihall haply clofe, 

With uho loves moll, and who loves bcfU 

Good humour, &c* 



ANCIENT SONGS. 
'in imitation of marlow. 

COME Hue with inee, and be my decre, 
And we will reuel all the'yeer, 
In plainesand groaues, on hills and dales; 
Where fragrant ayre breeds fweeteft giles." 

There Vhall yon haue the beauteous pine, 
The cedar, and the fpreading vine, 
And all the woods to be a fcreene : 
Leaft Phaebns kifle my fommers Queene. 

The feale for your difport ihall be 
Oucr fome riuer in a tree, 
Where filucr fands,* and pebbles fmg 
Eternall ditties with the fpring. 

There fiull you fee the niwphs a: play, 
- And now the lames fpend the day -, 
The rimes gliding on the/ands, 
Offering theirbdiic* to yourhandi. * . 



The biids with heauenly tuned throatea, 
PoflefTc woods ecchoes with fweet roates. 
Which to yoirr fences will impart, 
A mufique to enflame the hart. 

Vpon the hare and leafe-Iefle oake, 
The ring-doues wooings will prouoke 
A colder blood than you poffefle, 
To play with mc and doo no lefle. 

Tn bowers of laurell triaiwly dight, 
We will out-weare the filent nigbr* 
While Flora bufie is to fpi*«d 
Her richeft treafuie on'our bed. 

Ten thoufand glow- worm es ihall attend, 
And all their fparkling lights fliall fpend. 
All to adorne and beemifie 
Your lodging with moll inaieftie. 

Then in mine armes will I enclofe 
L illies faiie mixture with i he rofe, 
Whofc nice perfections in loues.play 
Shall tune me to the highell key. 

Thus, as we pafle the welcome night, 
In fportfull pleaiures and delight, 
The nimbe fairies on the. grounds, 
Shall daunce and iir.g melodious founds. 

If thefc may fcruc for to entice 
Your prcfcncc to bucs paradice, 
Then come jwhh me, and i be my dcare f 
And wc will llraitq begin the yearc,* 



Tit* 



rib 
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IT* 



THE SPRING TIME* 



BY SHAKSPEARE* 



It was a lover, and his lafs, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino a 
That o'er the green corn-field did pafs, 

In the fpring time, the onely pretty _* ring* time, 
When birds do fing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the fpring. 



Between the aeres of the rye, 

With a hey, and a ho, arid a hey nonino, 
Thefe pretty country folks would lie, 

In the fpring time, &c. 

The carol they began that hour, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
How that life was bin a flower, 

In the fpring time, Sec* 



And therefore take the prefent time, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nomno, 

For love is crowned with the prime 
In the fpring time, &cV 



in. 



THE POWER OF MUSIC. 

BY SHAltSFEARE. 

Orpneus with his lute made trees, 
Aod the mountains tops, that freeze t 

Bow themfelves, when he did fing* 
To his mu ficke, plants, and flowers, 
Ever fprung ; as funne, and fhowers, 

There had made a tailing fpring. 

Euery thing that heard him play, 
Euen the bi Howes of the fca, 

Hung their heads, & then lay by ; 
In fwect mu ficke is fuch art j 
Killing care, and griefe of heart, 

Pall afleepe, or, hearing, dyc^ 



IV. 

CORIDON'S SONG, 

IN THE PRAISE OF A COUNTRYMAN^ LIFE. 

Oh the fwcet contentment 
The countryman doth find I 

High trolollie lolliloc 
High trolollie Ice, 



That quiet contcmpUocrfi 
Poflefieth all my mind : 

Then care away, 

And wend along with me; 

For courts are full of flattery 
As hath too oft been tri'd ; 

High trolollie lolliloc * 

High trolollie lee, 
The city full of wantonnefs* 
And both are full of pride : 

Then care away, 

And wend along with me. 



But oh 1 the honed countryman 
Speaks truly from his heart, 

High trolollie lolliloc 

High trolollie lee, 
His pride is in his tillage, 
His horfes and his cart, 

Then care away, 

And wend along with me. 

Our clothing is good fhecp-ikms, 
Gray rufiet for our wive*, 

High trolollie lolliloc 

High trolollie lee, 
*Tis warmth, and not gay clothing, 
That doth prolong our lives ; 

Then care away, 

And uend along with me. 



The 



mm 



3«" 

The ploughman, tho*he labour hard, 
Yet on the holy, day, 

High trolollie lolliloc, 

High trolollie tee, 
No emperor fo merrily 
Docs pafs his time away : 

Then care away, 

And wend along with me. 

To recom pence our tillage, 
The heavens afford us fhow*rs ; 

High trolollie lolliloe> 

High trolollie lee, 
And for ourfweet refrefliments 
The earth affords us bow'rs ; 

Then care away, 

And wend along with me. 

The cuckoe and the nightingale 
Full merrily do fing, 

High trolollie lolliloc, 

High trolollie lee, 
And with their pleafant roun delay es, 
Bid welcome to the fpring : 

Then care away, 

And wend along with me. 

This is not half the happineft 
The countryman injoyes, 

High trolollie lolliloe 

High trolollie Ire, 
Tho' others think they have as much, 
Yet he that fays fo lies ; 

Then come away, turn 

Count[r]yman with me.] 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 



NAN OF COWSLIP DALE. 



A HEW SONG. 

WHEN fir ft I faw my Nancy's form, 

*Twas in the fiow'ry grove, 
My bofom, nVd at cvS-y charm. 

Soon caught the flame of love: 
J, fighing, feiz'd her willing hand. 

Cried, " Hear my artle fs tale ; 
" Let pity circle round thy heart, 

«' Svrcet Nan of Cowilip Dale!" 

" Oh do not flatter, gentle youth ; 

" Some other, happier maid, 
*' Poflefles all thofe tender vows 

u Which you to me have paid I**— 
'* Ah, no I thou fov*reign of my heirt, 

-" Let my fond love prevail, 
** And never, never will we part, 

" Sweet Nan of Cowilip Dale,! 

** Sec ! the tall fpire above ttic trees, 

" On yonder verdant lawn ; 
*' Let us the blifsful moment feize, 

" And hail this happy mom 1" 
Sheblulh'd con fern; the worthy prieft 

Now liftcn'd to our talc : 
And made young Harry truly blcft 

With Nan of Cowflip Dale* 



THE LAD IS PRETTY, 



SUNG AT VAUXHALL. 



JN fimmer time when aw is gay> 

And looks wi fie a grace, 
J gladly ken the lambkins play, 

As round the meads I trace : 
Then Jockey tunes his pipe with glee, 

And fmgs fo blithe a ditty, 
I ane he's pleafing unto me, 

For, troth, the iad is pretty. 

His face is ruddy as the morn, 

And gowden is his hair ; 
Good-nature does his mind adorn, 

And canty is his air: 
I loo him well, I need muft ane, 

He is fa blithe and witty ; 
But yet I mun a tell him fane, 

Although he is fae pretty. 

For when lads ken we lafles Iike> 

They'll try an artful tale, 
To gain their ends is aw belike, 

J f once they can prevail : 
To leave us then is their delight, 

Wiout one grain of pity ; 
Sa I mun keep my inind outright, 

Although the Ud is pretty. 



Na 
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toa mickle he'a of worldly gear, 

He did to me confefs, 
If hen true I dinna care, 

Indeed if it were lefs: 
To kirk if he will gang wi me, 

I then will fhew Kim pity ; 
And" happy I wiihhim mall be, 

For, troih, the lad is pretty. 



SCOTCH SONG. 



BY Ma. OaKMAN. 



Tune, "The Lafi of Paty'i MilL" 



YOUNG Sandy follows me 

To milking, morn aud eve, 
And piping o'er the lee, 

Begs I'll his love believe t 
He is a bonny lad, 

The truth 1 mull declare ; 
But yet my mam and dad 

Cry, *< Jenny, girl, lake care.'* 



I ken he loos me weel, 

And I'm alike inclin'd ; 
Might I the truth reveal, 

He is j alt to my mind: 



But men have many arts, 
Poor lafles to enfnare, 

And then betray their hearts, 
So I'll indeed take care. 

Yet if that Sandy's true, 

And to the kirk will go, 
I'll make na mair to do, 

Or ever anfwer, No : 
The bonny lad I prize, 

My hand Til give him there ; 
No one will then defpife, 

But own I took good care. 



SEEING LIFE. 



BY Ma. OAKMAN. 

AS yet a youth, and unbetray'd, 

I fought the rural throng ; 
The purling ilrcam, the cooling made, 

lnlpirM my artlcfs fong j 
How happy then each moment part, 

No envy, paflion, ilrife, 
Till Folly's cloud my mind o*ercaft. 

And whifper'd thus— See life. 

Adieu the grove, adieu the plain, 

Adieu the purling flre3m, 
No more your charms can entertain/ 

No more mult be my theme j 



The town a different fcene will prove, 

^Jhere pleafure*s always rife, 
Where bucks and bloods, and wine and love, 

Fill up the fpan of life. 

Hark I Comns calls to midnight joys, 

Where Circe fills her cup j 
This thought alone each mind employs, 

Kill time and keep it up. 
For this thecit his counter quits, 

And lonefome leaves his wife, 
With fots and noi fy woud-be wits, 

And all for feeing life. 

Yet ah ! how vain this ft range deli re 1 

How vague the joys they_fkare ! 
The bowl enfeebles Nature's frame, 

And folly brings forth care ; 
A thoufand ills attendant wait, 

The piftol, fword, or knife, 
And all the hours in future fate 

Are killM by feeing life. 

Adieu the town, fuch joys I leave ■ 

To fpendihrifts, knaves, and cheats* 
For decent mirth can ne'er deceive, 

And prudence has more fwects. 
The grove, the Jhade, I'll fcek again, 

And chufe an artlefs wife, 
Content to grace my cot Ihall deign, 

Adieu to feeing life. 



ORIClWAf* 
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FAVOURITE SONOJ, 



ORIGINAL GLEE. 

THREE VOICES IN SUCCESSION. 

ifl.— PHILLIS, my faireft, how can you deny mel 
So conftant a lover, Cure never came nigh thee, 

*d.— Conftant in love, never failing in duty, . 

Bewitch' d by thy charms, and enflavM by thy beauty, 

3d.— Such are thy charms, that J vow and declare, 
I'm rais'd up to Heaven, and funk with defpair, 

YET I'M OBLIG'D TO KNOCK UNDER, 

BY MB. 0AK11AN', 

AS I wandered along* and was humming a fong, 

No harm I imagin'd, 1 vow, 
When fair Phillis Co neat, fo charming, complete, * 

I met, and I made a low bow ; 
Tho* I'd Cupid defy'd, yet he humbl'd my pride, 

I was fillM on a fudden with wonder I 
When my paflion I fpoke, Jhe turn'd it to joke, 

Yet I am obligVJ to— knock under. 

To the eve, from the dawn, thro' the vale, o'er the lawn, 

I follow wherever me goes, 
And I think in my mind, flie feems rather more kind, 

Which pleafes me, you may fuppofc ; 
J alk'd for a kifs, flie thought it ami (s, 

Yet I took ir, and where is the wonder f , 
Becaufe you may guefs, and the truth will confefs, 

That in time I Siall make her— knock under. 



She's a fweet pretty thing, and is fit for a Icing, 

Her eyes are as black as a floe, 
Then her cheeks are tferfpread with a fweet white and rco% 

Which always h pleating, you know ; 
Still to love I'm inclin'd, me's fo much to my mind, 

Of females flie fare is the wonder, 
And if I have wit, her fancy to hit, 

I hope I Jhall make her— knock under, 

I aik'd her to wed, fhc huog down her head, 

Yet confent I perceiv'd in her eye ; 
Then 1 kifs'd her again, and flic did not complain, f 

hov^s impulfe flie could not deny : 
To the church then we went, quite happy, content, 

You will find I have not made a blunder ; 
For, hy'day and by night, we are crown'd with delight. 

As Phillis confents to— knock under. 



NEW SONG, 

PROM THE OPERA OF THE PRISONER* 

GODDESS of liberty, my foul infptre, 
Light up the glowing flame 

At virtue's facred fire; / 

Genius of domeftic joy— cherub of fame, 
Love the while, 
With many a dimpled fmile, 
My eager hope fliall raife, 
And with his bufy torch augment the blaze* 
Proclaiming thro* valley, o'er hill, and thro* groTC| 
The grave of war u the cradle of love. 



/ 
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CONG'S, Ac. IN JUST IJNT TME. 



iy-CItFOBMED AT THE THEATBE-R3VAL COVENT-CAHDEN. 



MSLVJLLE — MR. INCLEOON. 

'HOW poor m words ! how vain is art, 

Augutta's charms to trace ( 
'Her fpcaking eye, her feeling heart — 

Such fymmecry and grace! 
Her mind more pure than virgin fnows, 

That on the mountain reft; 
iPurc as the lambent flame, which glows 

•Within -this faithful brealt. * 



n. 



STAVE— MR. MUNSEN. 



The merry man, 

"Who loves his car*, 

Laughs and jokes, 

^Chats and fmokes, 

*Nor;drcajns of noife and Hate. 



Knjoys the hour 
That's in his pow'r, 
Tells a tale, 
Qua ffa his ale, 
Nor fears the frowns of Fate. 



itr* 



STAVE— MR,, MUNOEK. 

Examine the world with attention, you'll find, 
'Tis In te re It that fvvays every clafs of mankind ; 
From the high to the low.* 

Is it not fo, 

Say f aye or no \ 

You doubt it ; J'Jl^give yon a ftrilcing example, 
Then judge of the others by chis fingle faniple, 
And the truth you'll foon know, 

Shall I do fo ? 

Say, aye or no I 

Sage Phyfic and Law, don't we every day fee, 
Will advifc and prefer ite — but nril pocket the fee : 

Wich pleafure I trow; 

Is it not fo i 
Your aye or no ! 

So in humbler degrees too, my maxim will hold, 
Where the main fpring*s felf-intereft — the objccl is gold : 
This we all cf us know, 

.Is it not fo ? 

.Say* aye or no ! 






'O tiFFcr* 
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FAVOURITE SONGS, 



IV. 



O'LIFFEY— M*. JOHNSTONE. 



Whex the lads anil the lafles arc met on the green, 
At fwect Ballnaofle, or the fair of Cloghcen ; 
With their cheeks reil as r;fes, and eyes black as Goes, 
Sec the girls trifle and toot it as merry as docs. 

All the day, 

Piper play, 

Cries GofToon, 

T'other tune ; 
While young Darby and Judy, are footirg fo tight* 
Ihe poor piper keeps puffing, from morning till night. 

Judy's bonnet of ftraw wears the token of love, 
Which Paddj had bought her, >iis paffion to prove ; 
Fine ribbands and roles, to deck out her hair, 
And the neateil fluff gown to be had in the Fair. 

Sweet ipoleen 

On the green, 

When they cine, 

Whifity line ; 
The p : per tlill playing, the pricft f~c fays grace* 
And content, love, <md jollity, fmile in eacli face. 

Now the fair being done, home they jog fide by fide, 
livery lad with tre creauirc he means for his bride ; » 
The next morn Father Fogany cali'd with his bouk, 
Nine or ten jolly couples together to hook. 

Coupling, buckling, 

Prancing, fiddling ; 
Father Fogany, piper, and all join the root, 
And the iww- married couples UjI jigging about. 



MAMA MRS tl BLANCHAlD. 

Thy freedom loft, do more, fweet bird, 

In plaintive mufic rue ; 
For, ah ! the wretch, who thee betray'd, 

Enfnar'd thy miftrefs too I 

Thus ambufh'd in the wily brake, 

The baneful ferpent lies ; 
And while the nymph its be3Uty views, 

She feels the fting and dies. 



SIR SOLOMON ODOLY— MR. <*UIC1. 

The heroes ftout, who dangers fcorn, 

May boafl their arms and tented field ; 
Let noify Fame their brows adorn, 
So I the plumed pen may wield : 
Smooth inditing, 
Flafhy writing, 
Give more pica fu re hire than fighting. 

In days of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 

For Helen's charms contended long : 
Yet all lheir feata had flept in peace, 

But for old father Homer's lOflg : , 

Smooth inditing^ 
Flafhy writing, 
Give more plea fare fure than fighting. 



akusta, 



AUGUST* -MISS DALL. 

Behold, deny'd their airy flight, 

The tenants of the gaudy cage, 
No imre their warblings breathe delight, 

Thofc notes arc chang*d to ftrains of rage! 
And fhould perchance, in happy hour, 

Some friendly hand leave ope 1 the door, 
Eager they fly the bonds of pow*r, 

And gladly part to meet no more. 

Not fo the bird whofe choice is free, 

In jocund Spring he joins his mate ; 
Gaily they range from tree to tree, 

Thtir little brealls wi'h joy elate. 
And if fome ruder breeze fhould blow, 

Or chilling rain difturb their reft ; 
Fondly they lhare each other's woe, 

As deftin'd partners of one nelt. 



JUDITH — MRS. MARTYR* 

When firft you won my virgin heart, 

The time 1 well remember, 
*Twss in the froit on dreary heath, 

The fifteenth of December, 
The moon was hid, the fnow had froze. 

The wind blew hard and chilling ; 
Ynu uWiing cried, «' Ah 1 here fhe comes ; 

<* 'Zocks, wou'd the maid were willing." 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES* 

Love fmil'd, and as we Aiding met, 

Kefolv'd to fee us humbled, 
Your arm encircled round my waift,' 

I ftipp'd, and down we tumbled. 
Whilft thus together we reciin'd, 

On winter's hoary pillow, 
You fwore you glow'd with love fo true, 

I ne'er fhould wear the willow* 



IX. 



MELVILLE — MR. 1NCLEO0M. 

The mind opprefs'd, by fleep may hope 

To footh corroding grief ; 
What hope, alas! if wayward love 

Denies its kind relief? 
Rife then, my fair, thy flumbers ceafe, 

And blefs thy faithful twain ; 
Whofe bofom only beats for thee, 
, Thy abfencc all his pain. 
The mimic death, oh quick forfike ; 

Awake, my Jove— my love, awake ! 



MELVILLE — MR. INCLEDOH. 

Fell war, the fpear and tented field, 
No longer now my bofom hum, 

To love triumphant I mult yield, 
And rage to fbftcr paiTions turn. 
I' Z 
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XI. 



DOCTOR CAMOMILE— MR. FAWCETT. 

Love's fev'rim fit 

Shall intermit, 
If ought my art avail ; 

By fearching pill, 

I'll try my Ujill : 
Should that prefcription fail, 

All my fkill can invent, 

This pair to torment, 
Emetic, cathartic, and lotion ; 

Dilute, Uarve, and feed. 

Cup, pi a iter, and bleed, 
Couch, fcarify, gargle, and potion: 
Next a bolus of bisters tbefe lovers muit fw allow, 
And a marpjjiting blilter flull hi Handy follow* 



XII. 



Maria — mrs. blanchard. 

The fhipwKck*d tar, on billows tofs'd, 

Lafli'd to fome pLnk and fighing ; 
The land in view he hop'd to gain, 

Himfc If o'erwhelmM and dying, 
Could fcarce conceive the joy 1 feel, 

Thus chang'd my ha pie is doom ; 
Should Fortune fave him fr->m defpair, 

And waft the wand'r^r home. 
# 

doctor 
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FAVOURITE SONGS, 



XIII. 



COMMODORE LARBOARD— Mil. WILSON* 

When on board our trim vcffcl we joyoufly fail'd, 

While ihc glafs circled round wim full glee, 
King and Country togive, my old friend never fail'd, 
And the coaft was foon tofb'd off by me. 
Billow* might dam, 
Ligbt'ning might flafh, 
^Twas the fame 10 us bo:h when at f:a. 

If a too powerful foe in our track did but pafs, 

We refolv'd both to live and die (rtc, 
Quick we numbered her gun?, and for each took a glafs, 
Then a broadfide we gave her with three- 
Cannon might roar, 
Echo'd from more, 
"*Twas the fame to us both when at fea* 



xiv* 

O^LIFFEY— MR, JOHNSTONE* 

^w freedom Td live, though your ftave I may be. 

Sing farinina, fmg farinane, 
•O then to your arms, my fweet creature, take me, 
Who'll not He while I'm telling the truth, d'ye fee* 
".With my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara h lc. 



And if while you love, from a bread full of hate* 

Sing farinina, fing farinane, 
You make me a widow in fpitt of old Fate, 
When dead you fliall never again fee me, mate, 
With my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara la le» 

Then whilil we Hand fl ill, let us plcafurc purfue, 

Sing farinina, iing farinane ? 
I hate to look backwards when beauty's in view, 
For the fight that is hlack always ma Ire mc lock blue,, 
With my chic a che ourilow ia laia la lara la le. 

In all the wide world were no woman but you, 

Sing farinina, fing farinane ; 
The relt I'd forfakc, and to y«m would he true ; 
Then your lrimman 1 jve, ogh 1 let that you do t 
With me chic a che ourilow J a lara b lara la le* 



xv. 

AUGUSTA— MISS DALL, 

Fancy paints the flattering fcene, 
And Courage animates her mien ; 
On Hope's iraooth pinions fee her rife, * 
She leaves the earth to foar m ikies! 
'Tis Love's dclufion fans her wings, 
.And while (he foars, flic chcarful Jirgs, 



SONGS 



L. - 



SONGS IN HARTFORD-BRIDGE. 

A3 PRRFORMINC AT TJIE THEATRE-HO YAL> 
COVENT-CARDEN. 



FIELOA1R — MK. INCLEDON. 

O ! WITH my dcarefl Clara bleft ; 

This moonlight heath I'd fondly rove! 
And, evermore, the path fhe preft, 

Shou'd be reviewed uith grateful love! 

The fiveetcfl virtues (lore her mind, 
To plcafe, to animate, to warm ; 

Truth, Pity, Tcndcrnefs renVd, 

Her beauty forms her humbleil charm. 

Yet angels, vifuing this fphere, 

To proi'e they were of hcav'nly race, 

And make the wond'ring world revere, 
Wou'd wear the likcnefs of her face ! 



* 

SIR GREGORY — MR, C^UICK. 

Girls fliy appear, 
When men firll leer ; 
And Ileal afide> 
As if to bide t 



SUNO AT PUBLIC PLACES* 

But daring grown, 

As things get known, 

They giggle, fimpcr, 

Niggle and whimper ; 
And try to lure whercevcr they go, 
The 'Squire, the Jockey, the Rake, the Beau, 

The young, and the old .ones, 

The timid, and bold ones ; 

Tca y with the grave Parfon, 

They carry the farce on, 
And all are fnarM in a row. 

Of balli the pride, 

Thus Mifs I've ey'd, 

The minuet pace, 

With blufying face. 

But> ere the night 

Had taken flight, 

I've feen her rain pin g r 

Tearing, tramping ! 
Along the room, in a country -dance : 
Now figuring in with bold advance ; 

Here ftttifig and leering, 

There crojfing and fleering : 

And when that's completed, 

Before (he'll be fcated, 
A mad Scotch -reel fhe mall prance I 



in. 



CtARA — MRS. CLENOILLON. 

Tho' by the temped, the bark rudely driven, 
On the rock flrikes, and afunder is riven ! 
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Still the rmtgner, ingulf M in the main> 
Its virtues unaltered retain. 
So tr>c paflion, here poiTeft ; 
Ne'er can perifh ; 
But its geering*, 
And fond beatings, 
Will I cherifh, 
'Midft the llorms that rend this bread I 



IV. 



PERECICINE FORESTER— MR. MUNDEN. 

Thro' France, thrV al! the German regions,. 

I've rang'd, rare objects to difcover ; 
Seen pretty women in fuch legions, 
I thought myfelf rcturnM to Dover ! 
Brilk mufic made me gay> 
And lively all the way; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down dcrry I 

The Spanifh belle I've ferenaded ; 

And many a night, with the guitar. 
Beneath the lattice grate paraded : fc 

Now tinkle, tinkle; then jar, jar. 

'Twai mufic made me gay, &c. &c. &c*- 

The fair of Italy to capture, 

A dift'rent iivle the men invent-o: 

To her the Canzooet gives rapture, 
Nel cor plu non mifchto* 



Suck 



4<> 

Such mufic has i:s day-— 

But is not in my way— ■ 
Yet no tune's dull, that once was merry. 
With liim who loves the hey down deny. 

Round wou*d the girls of Ruffia chatter. 

And view me o'er with looks of plcafurc ; 
Their cymbals founded clitcer clatter. 
And they trip in fprightly mcaftirc. 
Sweet mufic made me gay, 
And joyous all ihe way ; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry* 



FIBLDAIR MR. INCLEDOK. 

For England, when, with fav'ring gale, 

Our gallant (hip up channel Hcer*d, 
And, fcuddmg under eify fail, 

The high blue weftern land appear'd ; 
To heave the lead the fcamin fprung, 
And to the pilot checrly fung, 
" By the deep— Nine!" " 

And, bearing up, to gain the port, 

Some well-known objcdl kept in view t 
An Abbey-tow'r, an Harbour. fort, 
Or Beacon, to the veflel true : 

While oft the lead'thc fc-imcn flung. 
And to the pilot chcerly fung, 
" By the mark- -Seven T* 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 

And, as the much-lov'd fliorc we near, 

With tranfport we beheld the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchlcfs p*oof ! 
The lead once mo:e the feaman flung, 
And to the wat:hful pilot fung, 
■ « Quartcr-lcfc— Five I" 



DUET CAPTAIN FAlRFlELO ANO CLARA, 

MR. 1NCLEOON* AND MRS. CLEND1LLON* 

FIELDAIR. 

One, one fhort moment I embrace, 
To Love, an hallow *d vow to pay • 

Yet others viewing that bright face, 
Like me maj kneel, may dare to pray. 

BOTH. 

He. O Deity of this fond breafl. 

Is thus fomc favour'd rival bleft ? 
She* Ono; reje^ each jealous fear : 

Alas I no rival harbours here. 



No, no ; tho* at the idol's throne, 

A thoufard in devotion bend, 
Acceptable from one— alone, 
. The facred offering can afcehd I 



BOTH. 



He. But we muft part I dear girl, adieu ! 

Oh, that fweet glance or.ee more renew ! 
She. The tear too Ham 1 the figh will fw< 1] ; 

Once more, my love; once moio ia;cl\el I 



vi. 



SUSAN — MRS* If A R LOWE. 

One night, while round the fire, we fat, 
And talkM of gholls, and fuchlile crut ; 
A ilnnger, who had loll his road -- 
Til! day fhould hieak — implorM abode : 
Pack- hoHes-. -'twas his lot tf> guide along--- 
Whofc bells the traveler cheer with ding, ding, dongl 

Againft diflrcfs-* tho* we were poor— 

My father never (hut his door. 

I knew not how— but from that day— • 

Tho' fonn'd by nature h rifle ar.d g^y--- 
I felt within my beaming bread a tingl.ng, 
Whene'er the lively Pack horfc bells uer.t jingFng ! 

When firft he wandered to our nook, 

His cvurfe, it feems, he haa niiiU; k ; 

Now, twice a >vetk he comes that way, 

But never tells us-— hc*s aftray; 
And. in his fong,my name I hear htm mingVg, 
Each time ids paffirlg Pack*hom Ulii &o jm^l-i g I 



SUNG AT 'PUBLIC PLACES. 
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CLABA — MRS* CLEN01LLON* 

Amidst the illnfions that o'er the mind flutter, 
* I will not forget my true object of love I 
At parting, the fondeft concern did he ncter : 

I left him I— bur yet this heart never fliall rove \ 

O no; this heart never fliall ro*e ! 

He bade me farewell and' my fancy repeated 

His tender expreflions for many a day : 
And I think, were I now, nnpeccived, near him feated, 

From his lips I fliou'd liill hear the foft homage ftray I 



SONGS IN THE PIRATES, 

AS PERFORMING AT THE KINO** THEATRE IN THE 
HAYMAKKET. 



CENARlEtLO— MR. DlCNUM. 

Or a vile Jack of honefly grumblers complaio, 
And thar no fecial virtues we boa ft ; 

Still the beil of thefe virtues (the charge I difdiioj 
Will be found all combined in your hott.- 



His heart, like his bottle, is open to all ; ^ 

Both friendfliip and wine come at—" Sir, do ye call ? 

If his gueHs love good living, the better lives he, 

On fociety thus he depends ; 
'Tis his intereil to forward good humour and glee, 

All the world he defires for his friends. 
His heart, like his bottle, is open to all ; 
Eoth frieDdQxip and wine come at— " Sir, do ye call ? 



IK 



FABUL1NA— SICKORA STORAGE* 

Love k s, who liften to Reafon*s perfuafion, 
Praifc for the novelty furely may claim; 

And barbarous Fate they'll rind no occafion, 

To charge with the faults for which Folly's to blame. 



in* 



CHORUS OF VINTAGE*** 

h 

To the vineyard's praifc, the chorus raife, 

And in nimble dance entwine ; 
.For many a fong and many a dance, 

We owe to the juice of the vine, 
Tho' the weight of the clutters our toils enhance, 
At the labour fay who would repine r 

For this burden of glee, 

We the lighter fliall be, 
Ai the more we fliall have of good Win*, 



4 3 

IV.. 
ALTABQR — M(t. KELLY. 

SoMf device my aim to cover, 
£c\g*i kind Fortune to fug x ft. 

Shall i hoi \y ow n I love Jicr ?' 

No !— My firlt defign is furely bed. 

Yet I a wily foe engage ; 

Caution is the ihield of age; 
Hence, vain fears, my heart difgracing! 

Love, on thee aflurance placing. 

From thy Morions caufc rc*cr fwcrving, 

Thou flislt every doubt rcprefs 
Fortune's fmilcs the hAd deserving, 

Confidence en fare fucccf?. 



BLAZIO— MR. BANNI5TEK, JUN. 

Oh ! the pretty creature I 
When next ] chance to meet her> 

No more for an afs 

Shall Blazio pafs, 
Bur 6 aUam]y will I treat her--- 
Oh ! the pretty, prctiy creature. 

But then her wicked charming eves, 
Where e'er chcy roll flafli fuch furprize, 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 

I like an awkward filly clown, 
When flic looks up, mult needs look down- 
On I the pretty, prctiy creature, &c. 

Til boldly dare her fearful charms, 
March up and clafp ker in my arms ; 
Dcfpair gives courage oft to men, 
And fhou'd ihc fmile, why then— why then- 
Oh ! the pretty, pretty creature, &c. 



AURORA MRS, CROUCH. 

Lovk, like the opening flower, 
That courts the morning devv, 

Gave promifc every hour 

To bricg new charms to vitw. 

But fee the fatal ftorrn 

Of tyrant power a rife I 
Blighted its beauteous form, 

The haplefs flow' ret dies. 



VII. 
GUILLERMO — MR. SEDGWICK. 

There, the moon-filvcr'd waters roam, 
And wanton o'er the unftcady fand, 

Spangling with thtir (larry foam, 

The tWring clift that guards the land. 



There; (he frrcaming tea bird ffirs,. 

Dips in the wave his dufky form ;. 
Or on the rocking turret fits, 

Th* exuhing Dxm<m of the ftorni.. 

There, as village legends tell, 

Many a fliipwreck'd fea. man's gh'on? 

Li liens to the diitant knell, 

When midnight glocms the fatal coal.. 



viir. , . 

BLAZIO \*.k. BANNISTER, JUN.. 

Oh clear! what /hall I do? 
What line purfue. 
My fpirits in aflutter, 
Won't let me bounce and blufler,. 
Elfe wou'd I try, 

Perchance if he, 
As well as I, 

A coward may be. [^fifr.]' 
Racks and tortures I defpite, 
My honour 'tis alone I prize. 
Thou beating heart lie Hill I fajv 
Oh ! if I cou'd but run away 1 [Afiih~\ 
Hark 1 hark I What do they mutter ? 
Dreadful murmurs do they utter. 
I'm in fuch a taking, quiv'ring, quaking,.. 
Every limb with terror fluking ; 
Egad 1 they're off— HI not aclay, 
Nuw's the time to run away. 



SONGS 



SUNG AT 



PUBLIC PLACES. 
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AIRS, ik the MAGICIAN NO CONJUROR, 

WRITTEli BY Mil. MERRY. 



PETER PANICS. 

HOW my heart will fink within me, 

When I'm hugged by fome fhc-bcar ; 
Or a hag attempts to win me, 
With her Garpcnt. twining hair ! 

Gad-a-mcrcy ! what flinlM do, 
To make love to fuch a Dido f 

Kitting is a pTcafant notion, 

When v\c meet a pretty maid ; 
But becomes a devil's potion, 

If we hate or arc afraid t 

Gad-a-mcrcy I &c. fit c. 

Kiuy Codling was my deary, 
For fhe gave me half her vails; 

JBut the pleafurc's not fo chcary, 

When they court with teeth and nails f 

Gad-a-mercy ! &c. &c. 



S0MERV1LLE* 

When placid night diffufes o'er the plain, 
Tier filciit ftudows, and her dewy rain ; 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 

When the fpent bird of fadnefs finks to reft, 
And all is calm, except the lover's bread ; 
With fonder fervour, more cxpreffivc woe, 
The faithful tones of tend'reft paffion flow, 

THERESA.- 

When o'er the earth the breeze ofdarknefs Hies, 
Wakeful aiid wan, perchance the maiden lies; 
Yet fix'd.onone alone, in vain confin'd, 
A cherifh'd image lives upon her mind : 
O then I with grateful fympathy flic hears 
Her lover's voice, and anfwers with her tears, 

SOMERVILiE. 

Those ruby lips, that radiant eye, 
The eoldeft heart of age might warm, 

A faint for her would leave the iky ; 
1 own Tlicrefa was the charm. 

For her the timid muft be brave, 

Impetuous rulh to wear's alarm ; 
And welcome death, if her to favc, 

1 own Thercfa was the charm, 

BAREALL, 

I'll fly from the Thames to the Li fly, 
1*11 conquer the world in a g$y> 

With thunder, drum, trumpet, and clatter; 
And I'll get the fine girl! am fecKmg> 
Tho' (he were as far oiFas Pekin, 

I will, there'* an end of the matter. 



<■ ■! 



SOWERVlLLi; 

When haplcfs woman finks in woe. 
The vcricit (hanger's rear fhall flow. 
And every honcft bofom know, 

A wifli to eafc her care ; 
But fhould the empafsiorfd lover fee, 
The maid of his idolatry, 
Torn from his arms and liberty, 

*Tis then indeed defpair. 



grub. 

Yes, is the word I love the beft, 
It always fcta my heart at reft ; 
When I aik a pretty gid for a kifs, 
What plcafure there is, if flic anfwers _y«; 

Yes, yes, yes, 
What plcafure there is in a kifs ! 

N* t is the word I hate the moft, 
It makes mc fit to give up the ghoft ; 
When in (lead of a kifs 1 get a blow, 
And inftcad of a finile a fulky no ; 

No, no, no ; 
How 1 hate the word and a blow, * 

Young maids arc wrong to make a Mt, 
If o man like mc defires a bufs ; 
For I am certain to be at a lofs, 
Whenever they pout and arc dcvMifli crofs ; 

Crofs, croft, crofs ; 
1 deteft to be at a lofs. 



ft* 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES, 



Tes Is the only word to pleafe, 
It fcts a youth fo much at his cafe ; 
Jt gives him an air and manner rine » 
And a winning look, juft the fame ai mine ; 

Mine, mine, mine ; 
Yea, it gives him a manner fine. 

MISS TALISMAN, 

* 

How my tender heart would tremble, 
Should my lover not diflemblc 

Half his adoration ! 
How my cheek will glow with blulhe*, 
When into my arms he rumes, " 

'Tis a flioc Icing fituation ! 
Who, alas ! fliall then befriend me ; 
Pray, Sir ! Nay, Sir! Lud defend me ! 

30MEAVILLE. 

Wheh true afFcftion fills the heart, 
The lover afis the hero's part, 

Nor yields' himfelf to fighs t 
Determined, ft ill purfues the fair r 
In fpite of jd anger and defpair, 

He gains her— or he dies t 

THERESA* 

Oh, what can match the pleafure 

A daughters feelings prove, 
When re-ohtain'd the rreafure 

Of loft paternal Igvc I 



Like the moon's pure luftre waning, 

Her eyes pale griefs dcpjrt, 
And a foftcn'd figh remaining, 

Gives tranfport to her heart \ 

A father long deluded, 

Shall hold her doubly dear f 
And ihe, no more fecluded. 

Forget he was fevere J " % 

Like the moon's pure Tuflrc, &c* 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 

SUNC THIS SEASON AT VAUXHALL- 

I NEVER WILL BE MARRIED. 

WRITTEN BY MRS. flOWSON* 
IUNC BY MI SI LEAKY, 

WHEN I had fcarcely told fixtccn,. 

My flatt'ring tell-tale glafs 
Told me there feldom could be feeny 

A blythcr bonnier lafs. 
Full twenty lovers round mc bow'd, 

But high my head 1 carried, . 
And with a fcornful air I vow'd, 

I never wou*d be married. 

Young Harry warmly urg*d his fuit* 

And ta1k*d of wealth in ilorc. 
While Jemmy^ thought to Jlrikc me mute, 

And told his conquefls o'er* 



Each youth a different art cflay *d f 

And ilill their arts* I parried. 
Believe mc r Sirs, I laughing faid, " 

1 never will be married. 

Then five revolving fummers paft, 

While I the tyrant play'd, 
Ah I then I fear'd 'twould be at lad 

My fate to die a maid. 
Of all the lovers in my train » 

There was but one that tarried", 
I thought 'twas time to change my flram> 

And we this morn were married. 

MOLLY OF THE MEADV 

Suite BY MR. DARLXVt. 

As on yon village lawn I ftray*d* 

One morning in the fpring, 
Around the lambs all fportive play*<J> 

The birds did blithefome fing.. 
Upon a bank, where willows grew, 

I tun'd my oaten reed, 
How much I*m chang'd (nice fir ft I knew 

Sweet Molly of the Mead. Sweet Mollys &e- 

No mepherd was fo blythc as I„ 

No youth was e'er fo bUH, 
In rapture fwecrthe time did fly r 

For love then warm'd my breath* 
To nlcafe her was my fole employ * 

To her I tun*d my reed, 
And, morn and eve, ay only jpy 

Was Molly of the Mead, Sweet MoHy, Arc. 
A x Soon 



a^ii 



Soon « the fan refplendant rofe, 

One morn I took my way, 
And eager fought fome fragrant flow% 

To make her look more gay. 
Right well fhe fawmy tender pain, 

And focn my fate decreed, 
And now I live the happieft fwain, 

With Molly of the Mead. Sweet Molly, *cc. 

JOCKEY OF THE GREEN. 

tVVC BY Ml» LtAKT, 

No m air ye bonny lafTes gay, 
Your blithfome fonncts now difplayj 

For Jem of Aberdeen, 
But join your vo^ps now with me, 
And, as we gang along the Lee, 

Sing Jocky of the Green. 

His locks like ony fun-beams play, 
When Phcrhus gilds the firft of May, 

His face is ruddy fcen, 
And then he trips with fie a grace, 
All other lads to him give place, 

Sweet Jockey of the Green. 

At kirk he fays he'll take my hand. 
Who can his. bonny fu:t with {land , 

He fmiles fa 1 weet 1 ween 
I vow my heart cannot dcr , 
Wi his kind wifh 1 fhall ex ply, 

My Jockey of the Green, 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 
SHE NEVER THINKS OF ME. 

WRITTEN BY MR. MERRY, 
IUKC BY MR, CLIFFORD, 

The morning dew that wets the rofe, 
Its blooming tints more lovely fhews, 
So on my Mary's face appears, 
The pearly luftre of her tears, 
When others woes (he weeps to fee, 
But ah ! (he never thinks of mc* 

When round the youths in tranfports gaze, 
And love forbids the pow*r to praife. 
While (he with artlcfs mien beguiles, 
And fweetly wounds with fatal fmiles; 
Her^triumph dill I'm fond to (ce, 
Although fhe never thinks of me. 

Then go, fair Hope, foi ever go, 
Here will I nourifh dcareft woe, 
For Sorrow's felf can fweets impart, 
Sweet every pang that rends the heart % 
And fweet to die 'twill furely be> 
For her who never thinks of me* 

THE VEIL. 

3CNC BY Mt DAlLlTt 

Ah, Fafhion, wherefore doll thou {Ull 
The female breaft with anger filr, 

And teach fuch cruel arts ? 
*Tis thou that bid'll the fair conceal 
Their glowing charms beneath a veil| 

To tantalize our hearts. 



O banifh the bonnet, or draw up the veil, 
And crown with Simplicity each Britifh fair j 

No longer their fmiles and their dimples conceal," 
But let us behold them e'en juft as they are. 

Ah, Fafhion* 'tis thy ruthlefs pow*r, 
That mid ft the grove, and in the bowV, 

Oft damps extatic blifs ; 
For when the neclar we fhould fip. 
The cobweb flutters on the lip, 

And blunts the amorous kifs. 

O banifli^he bonnet, &c/ 

O Fafhion bid the curtain rife, 
That we may feaft our longing cycs f 

With dimples and with fmiles ; 
Then ev'ry yourh fhall blefs thy fivay. 
And to thy precepts homage pay, 

Dear goddefs of our ifles. 

O banifh the bonnet> &cv 

WILLIAM OF THE FERRY. 

ItfNC BY Mitt M1LN1. 

Oft as on Thames'* banks I (tray, 

Where nymphs and fwains appear. 
From all their fports I turn away, 
If William be not there. 
Nymphs then laugh, 
The fwains all quaff 
Their cyder, ale, and perry ; 
Then a nod and wink, 
While health they drink* 



A* 



SUNCAT PUBLIC PLACES* 



To William of the Ferry, ■ 
Dear William of the Ferry* 

When on the ftream the youths attend. 

Their manly ikill to mow s 
.With rival force the oar they bend, 
And o'er the furface row. 
But none I'm fure. 
E'er ply the oar, 
Or fleer fo well the wherry, 
As he who won 
The prize alone. 

Young WilKam, kc. 

Such blift to me his fmiles impart, 

Whene'er he talks of love j 
That now I find my yielding heart 
Does all his hopes approve; 
So Hymen's bands* 
Shall join our hands, 
Then I'll be blithe and merry, 
And fing thro' life. 
The happy wife, 

To William, &c. Sec. 

FYE FOR SHAME. 

SUNG BY MRS. APD1I0N* 

BaHOLD a damfel in diflrefs, 
Above fifteen, indeed tis true; 

For ever fnubb'd by aunty Befs, 
A croft old maid of forty-two ) 



To Strephon if I fmile or fpeak, 

She cries, That fpirit, Mifs, 111 tame ; 

And mould he kifs my hand or cheek, 
'Tis, Forward huITy, fye for ihamc. 

But yet I know, *tvvixt ynu and I, 

Tis envy only makes her rail, 
For yefter evening parfon Sly 

Stept in to tarte my father's ale ; 
Clofe up to Befs his chair he drew, 

Firft kifs'd her, then confefs'd a flame; 
Shefmil'd and blulh'd, when in I flew, 

And cried, Fye aunty, (yt for flume. 

So let her rail no more at me, 

I think Jhe now may hold her tongue, 
For woman -kind I plainly fee, 

Are all alike, both old and young : 
And (hould young Strephon urge his fuit, 

And beg the happy day I'd name, 
Believe me I would not be mute, 

Tho' all the world cry'd Fye for fliamc. 



SELECT AIRS, IN ZELMA. 

WRITTEN BY MR. HAYLEY* 



ZELMA, 



THE fhades of ev'ning now defcending, 
Zephyrs weary pinions clofe ; 

And every noife and labour ending, 
Nature finki to foft repofc. 



Sweet moon, in heav'n's pure azure pendant, 
My heart reflects thy fmiling ray ; 

While Philomel, my fweet attendant, 
Enchants me with her tender lay. 

HAZEU. 

Ah, fhe flies, and peace and pleafure 
As Jhe leaves me, quit my mind ; 

O return, my vaniJh'd treafure, 
As thou'rt lovely, O be kind. 

Winds, while pangs of abfence tear me. 
Waft my fighs to Beauty's breaft ; 

When ye to herprefence bear me, 
Then my heart will be at reft, 

BARBARA* 

Beauty's like therofe jufl blowing, 
O'er which zephyrs never flew ; 

With attractive coynefs growing, 
It excludes the morning dew. 

Nature fmiles, and frclhly Aiming, 
Every leaf admits the day ; 

Evening comes, and now declining, 

See, it finks in fweet decay I 

HAZEM. 

Love through all my bofom rulhing, 
Burns my cneek with fiery fluflung.i 
Since I firft this beautv knew ; 



All 



*. 



AH my<days arc fond confufion, 

And in 11 umbers fweet dclufion, 

She is ever in my view. 

BARBARA, 

Womah isa match forhim, 

Tho' man .be ne'er Co wife, 
For cunning plays about her tongue, 

And magic in her eyes ; 
Let youth and beauty mark him out. 

The viclim of a fmile, 
And down the mighty hero falls, 

A lion In a toil. 
Then, hum and, fet your heart at eafe, 

For young I am and fair enough, 

And only bring me to the proof, 
V\\ find a way to pleafe. 

For woman is a match, 5rc. 

Why fhould fairy fancies hold 

Poor mortals in a fpcll, 
When fimple woman every day 

Can do the feat as well ? 
Then trull my fldll, and you fhall fee 

What wonders J can do f 
For furc a wonder it mull be, 
* To make a man of you. 
But> Darif, fct your heart at eafc, 

For young 1 am, and wife enough. 

And only bring me to the proof, 
I'll find the way to pleafe. 

Yes, woman is a match for him, &c. 



TAVOURITE SONGS, 
CHORUS. 

Fair friend of truth, 
Protect our youth, 
And blcfs thy votaiics here below, 

.HAZEM. 

Bring her tome, gentle ocean, 

In thefe arms to end my fears j 
Time, how tardy is thy motion, 

All thy moments turn to years, 
Haftc, dear beauty, hafte, I languifh, 

Come, or grief will rend my heart % 
Ah ! already tears of anguifh, 

From my eager paflion ft art. 

Bring her to me, &e. 



FROM THE SURRENDER OF CALAIS. 

** o'UN BOUQUET OE ROMAR1N." 
SUNG BY MRS. BLAND. 

LITTLE thinks the townfman's wife, 

While at home me tarries, 
What muft be the lafs*s life, 
Who a foldier marries. 

Nor with weary marching fpent. 
Dancing now before the tent-* 



Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la/ 
With her jolly foldier. 

In camp at night fhe lies, 

Wind and weather fcorning; 
Only gricvM her love muft rife, 
And quit her in the morning: 
But, the doubtful flcirmifh done,' 
Blithe fhe fings at fct of fun, 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
With her jolly foldier. 

Shou'd the Captain at her dear, 

Ufc his vain endeavour, 
(Whifp'ring nonfenfe in her car) 
Two fond hearts to fever ; 
At his paflion fhe will feoff, 
Laughing thus, flie'll put him off", 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
For her jolly foldier. 



SUNG BY MR. JOHNSTONE." 

When I was at home I was merry and friflt)S 
My dad kept a pig, and my mother fold whifky ; 
My uncle was rich, but would never be eafy, 
Till I was enliiled by Corporal Cafey. 
Och ! rnb a dub, row de dow, Corporal Cafey ! 
My dear little Shelah, I thought would rin crazy," 
When I trudg'd away with tough Corporal Cafey \ 

I march'd for Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 
On ShcUh, my heart in my bofom was finking ; 

But 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES 



E'U foon I was forcM to look frcfh as a daify, 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Cafey* 
Och ! rub a dub, row dc dow, Corporal Cafey. 
The devil go wiih him 1 I ne'er could be lazy, 
He (luck in my fkirts fo, old corporal Cafey. 

We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
That fell on my pate, but they bothered me rarely ; 
And whofhou'd the firft be that dropt ? Why, an*t 

pleafe ye, 
It was mv good friend, honeft Corporal Cafcy ; 
Och I rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Cafcy. , 
Thinks I, you arc quiet, and I fliafl be aify, 
So eiglu years I fought without Corporal Cafey ♦ 

GRAND MARTIAL CHORUS* ' 

War. has fliJl its melody ;-^— 
When blows come thick and arrows fly, 
When the foldier marches o*cr 
The crimfon field, fcnee deep in gore j 
By carnage and grim death furrounded, 
And the groans of dying men confounded; 
If the warlike drum he hears, 
And the fhrill trumpet flrikes his cars, 
Rous'd by the fpirit-ftirring tones, 
Mufic's influence he owns : 
His lufty heart bears quick and high- 
War has fiill its melody I 

But when the hard -fought day is done, 
And the battle's fairly won ; 
Oh I then he trolls the jolly note. 
In triumph, through hi* rufty throat* 



And all the fyiry of the ft rife 

He carols ro t|ie merry fife. 

His comrades join, their feats to tell ; 

The chorus tien begins to fwell : 

Loud martial mufic rends the iky— 

This is tke foldicr's melody ! 



FROM CYMON. 



iCYMOS. — MR. KELLY- 
WHILE fond thoughts I*m thus careffing, 

Fanning thus the flame of love, 
Prudence whifpers, Is the blefling 

Equal to the cares I prove ? 

Endlefs forrow (till attending, 

To ditturb my faithful bread, 
Jealous fears mybofom rending, 

Love mull bid adieu to reft. 

But hence ungrateful doubts I away ! 
Oh, Love, I own thy gentle fway! 
Joy, life, and rcafon, from thee flow, 
To thee and Sylvia all I owe* 

SUNG BY STOftACE. 

From love, each fweetefl blifs be flowing* 
From love*! fond arts what maid can fly ? 



When the dear youth with paflion glowing 
Breathes on her bofom a tender ftgh ; 

From love, each fweetcft Islifs he flowing, 
From love's fond arts what maid can fly f 

Vainly are pn:des their anger mewing, 
Were they fo prefa'd they wouM comply : 

From love, each fweeteft blifs be flowing, 
From love's fond arts what maid can fly ? 



ADDITIONAL SONG 
ivraoDUCED in the woodman- 
sung BY * 
MUS. BtLLlNCTON, 

COURT me not to fcenes of pleafure, 

This fond heart no more mull know ; 
Can it beat to Mirth's gay meafure, 

All its firings attun'd to woe i 
No, the mind by Hope forfaken, 

But of Sorrow feeks relief : 
Joy no tranfport can awaken , 

Sighs mult number out its grief* 



A favo- 



L 



FAVOURITE SONGS,' 
A FAVOURITE DRINKING SONG, 



SUNC BY 

MR. DUFFY AT VAUXHALL, - 

LET philofophcrs prate about reafon and rules, 

And preach mufty maxims defignM but for fools; 

From a brifltfparkling bowl brighter fentirncnts flow, 

And I find myfelf wifer the deeper I go; 

We can teach them to live, and by pratlice explain, 

What in theory only they never could gain ; 

Draw the cjoud from tbeir eyes that o*erfhadowa the foul, 

And enlighten their heads— with a fup from my bowl* 

JWay the Pedant be loft in his phantom purfuit, 
Whilft I revel in wine and with bumpers recruit ; 
Since the wifeft can never perfection attain, 
Why fhould life profter fweers and enjoyments in vain ? 
Let not man then bis time in fuch foppery wafte, 
Or refufe mingled fweets with the bitters to taftc ; 
But thus let him waft to Elyfium his foul, 
In an ocean of liquor— his veflel rny bowl. 

RclaxM from the cares of the world let me live, 
/Gainft the rude ftream of life that I never may ftrive $ 
With a friend to partake, and a girl to adore, 
O what mortal more happy, what man could wifh more ! 
Dull mechanical mortals here look and repine, 
That their hearts ne'er can glow; with fuch feelings as mine i 



But fuch feelings, fuch joys, receive birth in the foul, 
When thus mcllow'd, thus rcar*d, and refin'd in my bowL 



I'LL DIE FOR NO SHEPHERD, NOT I. 

SUNC BY 
MISS MILNE AT VAUXHALL. 

When fir ft on the plain I began to appear, 

And the fhepherds to ogle and figh, 
TheycallM me their dear, their delight, and their joy, 

But Lhced no fuch nonfenfe, not L 

Not all their fine words, their flattery and lov<, 
Tho* they fwore if I frowned they fhould die, 

Could bring me to like, to love, or approve, 
For I heed no fuch nonfenfe, not L 

But now in my turn I'm in love too, I find, 

Tho* believe I for grief fhould not die, 
Were Jemmy as falfe as the wav*ring wind, 

O I heed no fuch nonfenfe, not I, 

I think the lad likes me, and he may prove true* 

And if fo, I will love till I die ; 
But if he proves fickle, then I'll prove fo tOC, 

O I'll die for no lhepherd,^ot L 



SUN 



G AT PUBLIC PLACES; 



FROM THE SURRENDER OF CALAIS. 

DUET— LA GLOtRE AMD MAOELON, 

For the Mufic of this, fee, "Wine cannot Cbie," in ihc 
Harpfi chord Department, 



MADStOS. 

COU'D you to battle march away r 
And leave me here complaining ? 
Tm fure 'twould break my heart to ft ay. 
When you were gone campaigning: 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Could never quit her rover ! 
Ah ! non, non, non,.- 
Pauvre Madelon 
Would go with yon all the world over! 

LA GLOJKB.T . 

Andean you to the battle go, 
To woman's fear a Hr anger r" 

MADfiLOX. 

No fear my breaft will ever know, 
But when my love's In danger. 
Ah ! non, non, non,, 
Pauvre Madelon 



Fears only for her rover ! 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Will go with you all the world over ! 



BOTH. 

Then let the world jog as it wil!> 
Let hollow friends forfake us; 
Wc both {hall be as happy OiU> 
As war and love can make us. 
Ahl non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, 
Shall never quit her rover ! 
Ahl non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall go with you-[me] *H she world over ! 



MADILOS. 



I trembls to think that my ftidier*s fo hold, 
To fee with xvhat danger he gets all his gold ; 
But danger all over, 'twill keep out the cold, 
And weihall be warm when we're marry'd. 

For riches, 'tis true that I covet them not, 
Unlcfs 'tis to better my dear foldicr's lot* 
And he (hall be mafter of all I have got. 
The very firft moment wo'rc marry'd, 



My heart, how it beats! but to look to the day, 
In church, when my father (hall give me away ; 
But that tihall laugh at, I've heard man/ fay, 
A day or two after we're marry'd !. 

, SERJEANT. 

My comrades, fo famifh'd and' queer, 
Hear the drums, how they jollily beat ; 

They fill our French hearts with good cheer, 
Altho' we have nothing to eat ! 

Rub-a-dub! 



CHORUS OF SOLDIERS. 

Nothing to eat— rub*a-dub ! 
Rub-a-dub we havc^nothing to cat. 

Then, hark to the merry -ton'd fife ; 
To hear it, 'twill make a man younger j 
I tell you, my lads, this is life 
For any one dying of hunger ! : 

Toot -a, too ! 

Dying with* hunger toot- a- too I 

Toot-a-too — we are dying with hunger!' 

The (oc to infpire you to bear, 
Only Hit to the trumpet fo fhrill V 

Till the enemy's kilttd, we can't eat ; 
Do the job— —you may eat ail you kill f 
Ran-ta ran !' 

We'll cat all we kill— ran-ta- ran 1 
Ran* ta*ra:i— ~-wc may eat- all wc ki',1 I 
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FAVOURITE SONGS, 

BUNG THIS SEASON AT VAUXHALL. 

I'VE LOST MY HEART TO TEDDY. 

SUNG BY MISS LEARY. 

YOUNG Teddy is an Iriih lad, 

So blithe, To tight, fo merry, 
And when in fcarlet beaver clad, 

The pride of Londonderry. * 
Then Teddy fiiun the war for me, 

Ah, Norah, be but fteady ; 
But,arrah now, it cannot be, 

I've loft my heart to Teddy, 

O, I've loll my heart to Teddy. 

When firft we met, 'twou'd make you laugh, 

We look'd fo at each other ; 
Eat Cupid play'd too fure by half, 

My heart was in a pother. 
Ted feiz'd my hand, and ftole a kifs > 

Indeed* faid I, already 1 
Then fore'd a frown, but 'twas amifs, 

I'd loft my heart to Teddy, 

0,1'd loft my heart to Teddy. 
* 
Whene'er the creature meets me now, 

'Tis, Love when ihall me marry ? 
Ym half iDcIin'd to keep my vow, 

And that is not to' tarry. 



FAVOURITE SOtfCS, 

O, *tis fo fwcet to join the knot, 
And Hymen's a] ways ready ; 

A hufband is — wbat is he not! 
I've loft my heart to Teddy, 
O, I've loft my heart to Teddy. 



WE CONQUER DEAR GIRLS BUT FOR 
YOU/ 

«UNC BY Mfc. CLIIfORO. 

Come, failori, be tilling the can, 

The wind is beginning to blow ; fc 
We've time to drink round to a man, 

Aod then to weigh anchor mult go* 
What thoufands repair to the ftrand, 

To give us a cheering adieu ; 
'Tis plain they believe on the land, 

We conquer, dear girls, hut for you. 

When on the main -top maft yard 

The failor is fvvung to and fro* 
Let the tern pelt blow ever fo bard, 

He whiftlea defiarffce to woe. * 

The gale can but la ft for awhile* 

Is always the boaft of the crew ; 
And then they reflect with a fmile, - 

We conquer, dear girls, but for you.' 

Tho* battle tremendous appears, 
When blood JUins the face of the main * - 



Tho' thunder refounds in his ears, 
The faiIor*s a ftranger to pain : 

The thought with what rapture and pride 
Each girl will her hero review* 

'Tis this makes him danger deride, 
We conquer, <!ear girls* but for ypu. 



THE HAPPY SHEPHERDESS. 

SVKO BY MRS. AOOISOH* 

When fummer fmiling bids the hills 

With*noontide fervors glow, 
I I lead my flocks btfide the rills 

Which clear the vale below. 
Then elated with joy to the flude I repair, 
For I'm fure the dear youth that I love will be there. 

And when foft mufic o'er the plains 

Proclaims the rural dance, 
Andbluftiing nymphs and ardent fwaini 
Id eager hafte advance ; 
Then elated with joy to the dance I repair, 
For I'm fure the dear youth that I love will be tfcre. 

When e'er the cottager? appear 

Upon the village green, 
To celebrate the wake or fair, 
And hail the charming fcene, 
Then elated with joy to the green I. 'repair, 
For I'm fure the dear youth that I love will be there. 

KITE 



KAT£ OF COLEBROOK DALE. 



6UNC BY MASTER SHEPHERD* 

When gen ;le Love firft lir'd my breaft, 

I rov'd from fair to fair, 
No fhepherd fwain was then fo bleit, 

Or fo unknown to care; 
O'er heath, o'er hill, I traverfed wide, 

And fought each verdant vale, 
Yet ft ill the I a fs of all my pride 

Was Kate of Colebrook Dale. 

How happy, Cure, were then my days, 

Such tranquil joys I knew I 
Where'er I went, I fpoke her praife, 

I found her juft and true ; 
For oft in yonder fhady grove, 

I told my ardent tale ; 
And whifper'd themes of fondeft love, 

To Ka:c of Colcbrooke Dale* 

* 

But ah ! how Heeting was my blifs, 

For I*d no wealth in ftore j 
Her fa rent* thought our love* amifs, 

We part to meet no more. 
But hope Hull clear my tortur'd mind, 

For what will tears avail, 
Tho* thou wert fairhful, fair, and kind, 

Dear Kate of CoJebrook Dale! 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES, 
ROUNDELAY, 

SUNG BY MRS, AOOlSOtf. 

Laihes ! would you know what magic 

Charms the hearts of all mankind f 
'Tis not bloom, nor form angelic, 

But the beauty of the mind- 
Graceful mien, and haodfome feature, 
• * Powerful attractions are ; 
But the choiceft gifts of nature 
With this gift can ne'er compare- 
Ladies, &c. 

Gaudy drefs can ne'er avail you, 

Fine complexion will decay ; 
But this beauty ne f er will fail you, 

When all others die away. 

Ladies, &c. 

If already love*s a duty, 

And in wedlock'i bands you're join'd, 
Soon you'll fee, without this beauty, 

Happinefs you ne'er can nod. 
* Ladies, &c. 



II 



o 



SO WOU'D NOT I. 

SUNG BY MISS MILNE. 



If your lovers, maids, forfake you, 
Wou'd you fine, and figh, and d:c ? 

B 2 



To your bed for grief betake you, 
If you wou'd, fo wou'd not I. 

Wou'd you drefs your heads with willows, 

Let your hair negleeled fly ; 
Banifh fl umber from your pillows, 

If you wou*d, fo wou'd not I. 

ShouM a faithlcfs fwain perplex you, 
Then for ore more worthy try ; 

Wou'd you let the falfe one vex you ? 
If ybu wou'd, fo wou'd not I. 

Men were fent I'm fure to pi cafe us, 

Such their words, their looks imply i 
We were fools to let them teaxe us t 
If you will | fo will not L 



FROM OSCAR AND MALVINA, 

two BAaos. 

SONGS of triumph let us raife, 
To the mighty Fingars praife ; 
Not the rending Norm that flics, 
Through the deiartof the flties; 
Not the falling ftajnesof night, 
Give the foul fuch dire aft right, 
As the hero's burning lance, 
When* his wond'ring foes advance. 

In 



i^n 



i 

J 



12 

In his valorous deeds ws trace, 
The glories of his ancient race* 

Songs of triumph let us raife,. 
To the mighty Fiogal's praifc* 



qj/ARTETTO* 

Tho'thc fecneof exiftencebe clouded with care, 
Yet valour and beauty its evils beguile { 

To thefe (hall the worthy, the gentle repair, 
Or to live, or to die, by the fword and the fniilc* 

Thus the eagle fubliinc, through the regions of day, 
On winga of dominion majeftical fails; 

While the deve tells her tale from the fycamore fpray, 
And at of.ee is' the folacc and pride of the vales* 



CttORU?. 



Songs of triumph let us raife, 
To the mighty !•' in gal's praiie* 



FEPLA1U 



I sin a jolly gay pedlar, 
Ccme here to fell my ware ; 

Yt i, though in all things I'm a meddler, 
1 meddle moll with ths fair* 



7 A VO URTTE St)NGS r 

When I Jhew my ribbands to MiiTc*| 

Tho' copper and filver I gain ; 
Yet better I^n plcasM with the bli fler, 

That I cajmot now explain. 

1 am a jolly gay pedlar, &c* 

Fools fay that thii lift is but forrow, 

And fecm difmclm'd to be gay ; 
But why ftiould we think of to-morrow, 

When we may be happy to-day ! 
I rove round the world for my plea fu re* 

Rcfolv*d to rake nothing amifs ; ' 
Aad think my exiftencc a*treafure, 

When blcfs'd with the cupaod the kifs*. 

They furely arc thlxk- headed afles, 

Who know that youth's gone in a crack ;, 
Yet will not enjoy, as it paflca, 

Theicafon that never comes back* 
Let time jog on flower or quicker, ■ 

Or whether we're filly, or wife ; 
We fhall not be the worfc for good liquor, 

Or thcfmilwof a gidwith black eyes* 



FROM CYMON. 

RONDEAU. 
STORAGE*— URCANO A* 

TO relieve my fond complaining, 
Magic's aid in vain 1M piovc, 



While my heart, its 'power difdain:ng r 

Owns no fpell but fighsof love- 
Love, with gay bewitching fmiling, 

Ever chid, yet ever dear; 
Pieafing moft, while moil bcguiling r 
Paining mofi, while moll fincere. 

To relieve my fond complaining, 
Magic's aid in vain I'd prove, 

While my heart its pow'r difdaining r 
Own no fpells but fighs of love* 



SONG. 



XELLY*— CYMON* 

Wh ile fond thoughts I'm thus carefling, 
Fanning trma the flame of love, 

Prudence whifpers, Is the blcfling 
Equal to the cares J prove ? 

Endlcfs forrow fttll attending, 
Todiflurbmy faithful brcalr, 

Jealous fears my bofom rending, 
Love muft bid adieu to reft. 

But hence ungrateful doubts ! away f * 
Oh, Love, J own thy gentle fway [ 

Joy, life, and reafon, from thee flow> 
To thee and Sylvia all i owe* 



soKcr 



5TJNC AT PUBLIC PLACES* 
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SONGS IN THE ENCHANTED WOOD. 

TOW PERFORMING AT THE SUMMER THEATRE, 
HAYMAaKET. 

DUET.— TaASSJT AKD SYLFH1XA* * 

"MORTAL, mortal, mortal man! 

Learn to bear thy froward fate; 
Xet Sorrow do whatever me can, 

Patience fhall upon thee wait, 
portal, mortal, mortal, mani 

«FIRIT$.— SYLPH IKA. 

Sulky Pride ^arc not here venture, 

Nor into our dances peep ; 
Back again, to thy dull centre, 

There thy formal flate to Itcep. 

ciioaus. 

Scandal, hence, and quit our view, 
None** admitted of thy crew I 

/ETHER I A* 

JotN your hand*, 

You light -foct, merry, airy bands; 

Like woodland nymphs, with vi'lets Crown'd, 

How acrofs the green we'll bound. 



CHORUS. 

Scandal, hence, and quit our view, 
None's admitted of thy crewl 

Tai0i — OWEU, TRANSIT, AND SYLPHINA. 

* 

OWEN. 

Oh, when the liquor I do quaff, 
So cozey, then, I feel and mellow, 

At fprights and goblins I do laugh, 
Fal, lal, lal, lal la.— 

TRANSIT. 

-I'm 



rare bold ft) low. 

When children fqitall, and wife takes pet, 
Rot care, cry 1, what milters thinking ? 

If forrows dry, 1*11 take a- whet, 
Fal, la, lal, lal, la.— I'm 

SYLFHlNA. 

For ever drinking. 

1 dearly love the nut-brown bowl, 

I fearch the bottom of its merits, 
*Tis generous ale delights my foul, 



TRANSIT AKD S7LTHINA* 

Fal, la, lal, la. 

OWEN. 

Eut 1 don*t like fpirits. 

TRAKUT A*0 SYLfHITf A: 

Fal, la, lal, lal, la. 

OWE*. 

But I don't like fpirits. 

SPIRITS. 

Yov*aE afraid of fpirits. 

TaANsir- 

Oh I let me in thefe ringlets ftray, 
Of feme nymph, where graces dwell ; 

Or on fome panting bofom play, 

Which fmother'd fighs and wifhes fwell. 

Or in thofe wanton glift*ning eyes, 
The starting tears away to wipe, 

That tell tales how the tongue helies, 
The lips juft plump for kiflca ripe. 



FYTItEON. 



« 



H 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 



FYTKfiOJJ. 

Mr father Pan, when* I was born, 
Taught me to blow the fhepherd*s born j 
Or with my pipe the rocks entrance, 
Under a hedge in wintry weather, 
Wc ufed to fit and play together, 
Till the merry fawns would dance. 

When evening faw pale day-light blufli, 
We'd hunc the wolf o'er brake or bufh, 

Or track the favage tiger's pace j 
1 us*d to link Diana*s hounds, 
Or lead them o*er bewilder*d bounds, 

The mountain deer toe ha ce. 

But if the wolf the flock fliould fundcr, 
I was beaten for the hlundej j 

My pips and horn were ftole away. 
Now if my plaintive fong can mGve thee, 
Here let me fivear to dearly love thee, 

And hug thee night and day, 

OWBW, 

My wife in njp will rattle, 

And ftall me up a days, 
At night with fellow cattle, 

She*]l diive me out to graze 



Ri te tittle turn. 



Codi ! how my temples tickle, 
Dame Bridget will be crofs; 



Thy hcad*s in a pretty pickle, 
And flic's too heavy to tofs. 



Ri te, &c. 



For this there h no plafter, 

'Twou'd ftir a poor m an *s blood- 
Quite cow*d with this difafter, 

1*11 home and chew the cud. 



Daine Nature makes us wonder, 

Of error;* file's fo full- 
She often makes a blunder, 
But now fhe makes a bull. 



Ri te, &c. 



Ri te, Sec. 



LES PLAISIRS DE LONDRES. 

* 

CHANSON NOUVELLX* 

CHANTEE A « SANS SOUCL w 
8UKC AT MRS. HOBARt's LATE FBT£, 

JF. vais vous dire ici l'hiftnire 
Des plaifirs qu'on nous fait accroirc 

Que nous avons 

Dans la bonne ville de Londres; 

Au vrai, je m*cn vais vous les fond re. 

Dans ma chanfom 



Le plaifir le plus agreable 

Qu*on croit trouver, c*eft a la tabic 

De PharaooJ 
Le pauvre joneur qui s*abufe 
Voudroit nous prouvcr qu'il s*amnfe, 

Chanfons, thanfons; 
Le Bal, qui devroit cere airaable 
A la Villc eft infupportablc 

Par les fsfons. 
On n*y rit jamais : fi Ton danfe, 
L'ennui bat toujours la cadence 

Des cotillons* 
Faut-il parlcr de la Mufique, 
halienne ou Eritanniquc, 

Que nous avons ? 

Ces grands airs que l*on n'entend guere, 
Ne font pas autant fans pour place 

Que nos than fow. 

Le vin meme n*eft agreable, 

Que quand le Beau Sexe eft a table, 

Quelle fa con ! 

Chez nous e'eft lui qui nous attire ; 
Et e'eft lui que nous faifoni rire, 

Par noschanfenf. 
A Londres nos grands politiqucs, 
Songeant aux affaires -publiques' 

De cent faconf, 
Le vcr en main, font la grimace : 
Leur fang-froid »< vaut p*s1a grace 

Dc nos chanfon*. 



£nfin> 



MBBM 



Enfin, on penfe que la Villc 
Dc plaifirs eft un champ fWtilc j 

Nous le croyons. 

Ah 1 que cette errcur eft frappantc ; 
Jamais dc^bon cceur on n*y chante 

Chaofons, chanfons. 
L'Ennui, fuivi de la Trifteflc, 
Du PJaiGr qu'il chaflfc fans ceflc. 

Y prend Ic nom. 
Pour rendre la rufc complete, 
En baillant toujours il repac, 

Chantons, chantons- 
D;s Papicrs I'horriblc fcandale 
Vous offre un plaifir delegable 

Dans cc Londok : 
Mais fachez que lc mot amuse 
Vaut bien mieux que cclui d'ABUJE ; 

Ainfi chantons. 
Cc qui rend la Fete agreablc, 
Celt dc voir des Princes aimables 

A PuniUbn, 
Avec nous venir au village, 
Repctcr gaicment, fous Tomb rage, 

Chanfons, ch an fens. 
Meflieurs, voulez vous ctrc amiablcs ? 
De cc Beau Sexe incomparable 

Preocz Jecons. 
II vons dira que, pour lui pi aire, 
II faudroit moins dire, & plus fairc, 

Dans les chanfons. 



5UNG AT PUBLIC PLACES. 
SONGS IN THE MAGICIAN. 

AIR— DAREALL. 

IF wives in the market were to be fold, I 
VII tell you what I'd have for my gold; 
A girl with an eye that fecm f d to fay, 
41 How do you do? 'tis a very fine izy !" 
She Should have a lip 

That pouts for a imack ; 
Be rather crummy about the hip, 
And large in the fmall of the back ! 
Her bofom Ihou'd be like the fnow unfail'd, 
Her cheeks as red as a lobfter boil'd ; 
Her voice as fweet as the fong of the lark, 
And her hair thick and fandy, or curly and dark. 

She Ihould have a lip, &c. 

Then 'tis you I mean to have and to hold, 
For I love your charms as well as your gold ; 
And you have an eye that feems to fay, 
** How do you do ? *tis a very fine day 1" 
You've a rofy lip 

That pouts for a frnack ; 
Are rather crummy about the hip, 
And large in the fmall of the back I 

AIR— fETER FAN1CIC. 

•When one's drunk, not a girl but looks pretty, 
The country's as gay as the city, 
And all thar one lays is fo witty , 

A bleifing on brandy and beer 1 
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Bring the cup, 
Fill it up, 
Take a fup, 
And let not a flincher come near, 

give me but plenty of liquor, 
I'd laugh at the Squire or Vicar, 
And if I'd a wife, why I'd kick hcr t 

If e'er /he pretended to fneer. 

Bring the cup, &c. 
Tho' I know its a heavy di fader, 
Yet I mind not the rage of my mailer, 
He bullies, and) I drink the farter, 

A bleifing on brandy and beer 1 

Bring the cup, &c. 
When a cherry -check'd maid I've my eye on, 

1 do many thing me cries ne on; 
Ecod, I'm as bold as a lion. 

A bleflingon brandy and beer I 
Brins the cup, &c. 

FROM THE WOODMAN. 

AJR-^MR, QtJIClC. 

SURELY a woman's a powerful creature 

In every ftage of her life, 
So arraM at all poioti by dame Nature, » 

A i Maiden— Mils — Widow— or Wif L -[ 

In her bloom, cv'ry glance me moots thro' you; 

Ever after her Urum's wel! Ifrurjg; 
And fureis that force to fubdue you, 

Which ftufts from the eye to the tongue 1 



THB 
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FAVOURITE SONGS, 



THE WINTER OF AGE. 

SUNG BY MR. 0A1LLIY, AT VAUXHALL. 



Dear Clara, let's love while in ftft wantomgales, 
Blythe zephyrs difport upon Tweed's limpid ftream, 

Devoid of all guile, to repeat our fond talcs, 

For pleafing is converfe when love is the theme* 

think, my fair maid, that in life's budding fpring, 
In love 'tis the duty of all to engage, 

That thence blooming fummcr may happinefs bring, 
To comfort the cold hoary winter of age* 

Pomona choice fruits may abundantly yield, 

Gay Flora fpread carpets of rofes around, 
Or Ceres benign o'er the yellow dy'd field 

Make autumn's rich harveft diffufive abound ; 
But thefe nought avail if in life's budding fpring> - 

In tender affection we fail to engage ; 
That thence blooming fummer may happinefs bring, 

To comfort the cq^i hoary winter of age* 

On Tweed's flow'ry margin where rofy facM health 
Convenes cv'ry morning her fy Ivan levee, 

1 envy not pomp, nor the fplcndour of wcahh> 

Content, my dear CI or a, poffefling but thee : 
Let love theo, my charmer, in life's budding fpring 

Our fondeft regard to each other engage ; 
That like the kind ivy and oak we may clingi 

From youth to the cold hoary winter of age. 



SEE KUDDY AUROU. 

SUNG BY MR» CLIFFORD* 

SEE ruddy Aurora begins to appear, 

* Aud chaces from hence the dull night, 

The huntfmen are up and the hounds 'gin to chcar, 
Ye gods what a glorious fight, 

Yoicks, 

Jowler and Sweetlips, hark forward away ! 

Tantara we'll Hail the fweet morn, 
To join in fuch paftimes no longer delay, 

But follow the found of the horn* 

The fox is unearth'd, and the chace is begun, 

* Purfuing is each hound and need. 

He doubles, and tries by hjs cunning to fhun, 

His fate, and now &ims o'er the mead. 
There clofely purfued, by the river he aims 

To cfcape to the other fide lawn, 
But, alas! he's o'ena'en, and the liuntfman proclaims 

His death, by the found of the horn. 

Then while all your coxcombs and fwect-fcented beam, 

Who delight in the aoife of the town, 
Hunt faftbn and folly and fuch foolifti Jhews, 

In purfuit of which oft they are thrown ; 
Like them where fuch ftupid dull paftime abounds, 

So- idly to waile time we fcorn, 
But purfue rofy health, whilft with horfc* and houndi 

We follow the found of the horn. 
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SONGS SUNG AT VAUXHALL. 

SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY, 
SVNC BY MASTER SHEPHERD. 



the words ar 



UCHAKDtOlt, tt^j 



O'ER barren hills and flowVy dales, 

O'er feasand diftant ftiores; 
With merry fong and jocund tales, 

Vvc pafs*d fome pleafaot hours. 
Tho' waod'ring thus I ne'er could find, 

A girl like blithefome Sally, 
Who piclcs aod culls and cries aloud , 

Sweet lilies of the valley. 

From whittling o*er the harrow M turf f 

Prom neftinjof each tree, 
I chofe a foldier*s life to wed, 

So fecial gay and free- 
Yet tho* the lafles love as we!J f 

And often try to rally, 
None pleafes me like her who criei, 

Sweet lilies of the valley, 

Vm now return'd, (of late difchargM) 

To ufe my native toil, , 
From fighting in my countr/s caufe,. 

To plough my coumry*s (oil: 
I care cot which, with either pleaYd, ' 

So 1 poJTcfs my Sally, 
That little merry nymph that criei, 

Sweet lilies of the valley. 



S tf N C AT PUBLIC PLACES, 
SHEPHERD'S INVITATION. 

SUNC BY MA3TE*. SHEFHEUD, 

Sjee May approaches crown'd^wuh flow*r* f 
And Cupid leads the laughing hours: 
Ah! let not nature fmile in vain, 
But Mary hlefs thy conftant fwain. 

The turtle coos, the linnets fing, 
With talcs of love the woodlaods ring, 
Shall not this am*ronsfeafow move, 
My Mary's gentle heart to love J 

Beneath the elm tree's grateful ftiade, 
Theic hands a leafy hut have made; 
And pialciand vi'lets form the bed, 
Where Mary fair may re A her head. 

Each morn the lark on foaring wiog, 
Our early matins fweet fiiall fing ; 
And ev*ry night fecurely blcit, 
Sweet Philomel fhail fooih to reft. 

THE WARNING. 

SUNG SY MAS. ADDISON. 

List to me, ye gcmle fair, 

Cupid oft in ambufh lies. 
Of the urchin have a care, 

Left he take you by furprife. 
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He with trifles will enflame, 

The hearts of us poor fiily maids, 
And oft times he takes his aimi 

From ftioulder knots and fmart cockades. 

Oft his darts the heart a flail, 

From a pair of brilliant cytif 
Never were they known io i.til, 

Wet with tears or borne on fi^hs. 

Never were they, &w 

Beau:eous too he Teems to be, 

Sweet as rofes in the morn* 
Bit beneath tl-ofe beauties he, 

Like the rofe concenh a thorn, 

Like the rofe, &e. 

' Lift to me ye gentle f-rr, 
Cupid oft ia anibufh lies, 
Of the urchin have a caie, 
Left he tike yoa by furprife. 

Or the urchin, &c. 



SWEET LOVELY ROSE OF BURFORD 

DALE. 

Si 

4UNC BY MR* CLIFFORD. 

My Rofe is fare the fweeteft lafs, 

That ever dane'd on mead or green ; ' 

Id native charms ftie docs fu rpa fs, 

The goddefs fair ftyl*d beauty** queen* 



1.3 

Tht fwalos for many a ham Jet round, 
Make her the fcbjeft of their talc, 

And ev'ry lute that's heard to found, 
Breaths lovely rofeof Burford Dale. 

Sure from that Jbw'r, fhc takes her name, 

Thar far furpdtfes all the reft ; 
In fragrance toe,, Jier breath's the fame, 

Bur, oh I wrut facets compofe her breaft! 
"Ko Sorter was ever Jet fo fair. 

That fportivc fcifs'd the wanton gale, 
Surt, rv'ry charm is centred there, 

Suxn lovely rofeof Burford Dale. 

Let me this flov V place near my heart, 

I've JovM it long nor aught be fide, 
There it (hall He. fecure from art, 

And o'er each fecret wifh prefide j 
I'll make its care my chief delight, 

And im™ and eve £ind fortune hail, 
If thou'k, my fair, with me unite, 

Sweet lovely rofe of Burford Dale. 



THE CARELESS TAR. 

BY MR. UPTON. 

WHAT matters, Tom, to where we're bcuod, 
Ifpghtcd while on Brit iih ground r 

jiecau/e our pocket's low : 
A fee d'ye fee can'i uie us worfe, 
Kind fortune ya may favour us, 

And talc her Tan in tow, 



FAVOUKITE SONGS, 

Whit the? we he KCglefled now, 
Shall we to lubbers cringe and bow, 

No, damme, me Cs -mates, no ; 
D*yt mind f we never did it yet, 
Kind fortune foon may fmile a bit, 

And take her Tars in tow. 

For my part. Tom, whare'er betide, 
I know there's one. that will provide, 

ForYoa, and I, and Joe ; 
So brave, my hearts, the temptft now, 
Kind fortune yet I think as how, 

Will take her Tars in tow. 

Of this be fure, tho' now caft down, 
The Mermaid can't for ever frown ; 

Why then, fhc'Il kinder grow ; 
And Oliver me to fpl inters, mate, 
But fortune yet may change our flate, 

And take us Tars in tow. 

Bat fliould me frowo/and brim (lone like, 
Her faucy colours never flrike, 

Why, then, we'll let her know 
There's room enough for you and mc 
To fpend our lives in joy at fea, 

And flic to hell may go. 

ADVICE TO THE FAIR. 

AS through life's journey you proceed, 

Unflviird in vice's In arcs ; 
You know not yet what ilis await, 

Your young, unguarded jtars. 



Let prudence regulate your choice 
Take caution for your guide, 

Let reafon have irt proper weight* 
And baDifli Hateful pride. 

Humility I*d recommend, 
Good-nature too, with eafej 

Begen'rous, good, fed kind to all> 

" You'll never fail to pleafc. 

Be ever thankful to that God, 
Whofc bleflings you receive. 

Adore no other God but he, 
In him alone believe. 

Your parents neit attention elaim, 

Due rev'renee to them pay, 
Theu tender care, with gratitude. 

Return rhem d;.y by day ; 
Then as to, riper years jou grow, 

Your bleflings will incrcafe ; 
And in maturerage you'll find, 

Thofe bleflings crown 'd with peace. 



THE FOND ENQUIRY. 

SUNG IT MR. MlLWAaP, AT BERMONDIET IMf * ' 
The Woids bj Dr. Forcycc, 

AH, tell me, Daphne, tell me why, 
The rofes in thofe checks fhsuld diej 
Where pnee, fo wOudVous frcfli they grew, 
Adorn'a with nalure^fiucft his? 

'Ti* 
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*Tis not that time has o'er them paft, 
# Tis not that care their bloom could blafl; 
Thy youthful years remain untold, 
Nor dolt thou fail for lack of gold. 

Speak then, dear charming maid, the caufe? 
You bluflh you hefitate, yon paufe : * 
Ah I Daphne, Daphne, you're in love ; 
Love-pains your heart is doem'd to prove t 
No wanton God does thee purfne, 
The gentle youth is juil and true; 
A tender friend he longs to find. 
He love* the graces in your mind* 

On him to fmile, if you mould deign, 
And kindly free him from his pain* 
The joy of giviog joy you'll know, ^* 
The fweetcft cordial here below ; 
Health will revive, and life will pleafe. 
Your breaft will then rcfume its eafc ; 
Love, mellow'd into friend (hip, then 
Will make the rofes bloom again* 



>VHAT BOOTS IT WHERE THY SOL- 
..DIER LIES! 

• UKG IN THE OPERA OF NSW STAIN, 

WHAT boots it where thy foldier lies ? 

Fond regret is folly : 
O'er thc.filcs v\hy ftruy thine eyes, 
- Weeping, ividgnM Folly i 



On the bridge thy Henry fell, 

I may fall to-morrow ; 
His death became a foldier well, 

Mourner, check thy forrow* 

E're night her forrows funk to reft, 
Pale grew the rofe of beauty ; 

And cnld the hand her foldier preft. 
When caliM at dawn on duty* 



BONNY CHARLEY* 



SUNG BY MISS LEARY* 

DEARLY do I love to rove 
Among the fields of barley j 

'Twaa there that Charley told his love, 
The blyihe, the winfomc Charley. 

Then he fo fued— and he fo vvoo'd, 
And marriage was the parley ; 

What cou'd 1 do, but buckle to 
Wkh bonny, bonny, Charley* 

O my bonny, bonny boy, 
My bonny, bonny Charley* 

O my bonny, bonny boy, 
My honny, benny Charley* 

1 ken the lafles rue the day, 

I louche the Jields of barley ; 
And ilrive to win from me away. 
The hearL of wicfome Charley ; 

c. 



But ah I how vain ? they carina gain 

His hne by all their parley ; 
And now they fee he woo's but me* 

My bonny booay Charley* 

O my bonny, &c* 

ilka blefling on the Inird 
That owns ih* fields of barley 

And ken I him alone regard, 

For he is winfomc Charley. 
The gentle youth, with purcil truth. 

So woo's me Jare and eirly, . 

1 can*t withftand— *to give my hand 

To bonny, bonny Charley* 

O my bonny, &c. 



SMOOTH AS THE LIMPID STREAM. 

SUNG BY MAStER WALSH. 

SMOOTH aathe limpid Urcam that ftrayi 

In lofr meanders thrtugh yon grove, 
Once calmly flow'd my jrcund days, 

When hlefsM wirn Dclu's tender love* 
The joy-wingM momenJs gladfome flew, 

Acd each to givenew tranfpons ilrove. 
No anxious forrow Damon knew, 

H\s only care was DelU's love. 

Fond hours of b!ift for ever part I 
Your loft del if h*u no more 1 prove ; 

No mjrehcftrufoochbig rap:urcs utle, 
No longer bkH vfiih Delia's Jove, 
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At each fad, gloomy, day's return 
I feck the unfrequented grove, 

And there in r en five fadnefs mourn 
My loog loflblifs, my Delia's love. 



OUTWARD BOUIJD, 
- words ir mr. urrow. 

TO old St. Kath'rine's now adieu, 
Likcwife to Peggy, Kate, and Sue, 

And Poll of Wapping Sound ; 

Our anchor's weigh'd, the fails unfurl'd, 

And now to plough the wstVy world r 
Yo, yea I we're outward bound* 

Our anchor's weigb'd, &c* 

The gale blows frefh, the wind oor-eaft. 
Six nots an hour we feud at Icail, 

Huzzas I the fhores re found ; 
Our thurd'ring guns again reply, , 
And falutatinnsrend the flcy, 

Yo, yea 1 we're outward bound. 

Mayhap, ere far we chance to go, 
5omc rich galleon we'll take io tow> 

And fuch are to be found ; 
Why, then each man wili touch the chink, 
And, damme, lads, like fiflics drink, 

Yo yea t ivf V« outward bouad. 



fAVOURITE SONGS, 

And fhoulcTwe touch at Malabar, 
Or veer to foreign parts afar, «, 

We nc*er fliall Jack a pound t 
Our purfer will our wants fupply, 
And while we've grog, we ne'er flitll die, 

Yo, Yea I we're out ward -bound. 

Old England we fhall fee agen, 
Ne'er fear my hearts, and failors, then 

The girls will flock around j 
And we like tars, their charmi will clench, 
'Arid freely board each fmiling wench, 
Yo, yea I when homeward -bou nd. 

Our anchor*! weighed, Sec, 



HOW BLEST WERE LATE MY JOCUND 
HOURS. 

SUNG BY MASTEK. WALSH. 



HOWblefl Were late my jocund hours, 

Which wing'd wich pleafure flew, 
Wheo pleas'd within thefe fragrant bowers, 

No pen five cares I knew J 
Each morn arofe to new delight, 

And nature Jook'd mora gay, 
For then fair Daphne blcfs'd my fight. 

Add eharm'd the live-long day. 



Bot now, fince Daphne left the plain. 

In filent grief I mourn ; 
And nought can foothe my pcnuVe pfiifl| 

But Daphne'* glad return. 
To me 'lis winter's dreary reign, 

'Till flic difpels the gloom ; 
Oh I hafte, my fair, revive again 

The Spring's long withcr'd bloom. 



LOVE WAS ONCE. 



SUNG AT THE AFOLLO GA1DKKI. 
>- 

LOVE was once a harmlefs child ; 

Sweet carefles eharm'd his heart : 
Now by wealth and pow'r beguilM, 

All his artlcfs joys dtpart. 4 



I hive Wd with pureft truth; 

But I vainly fought his aid: 
He fmiles but on the wealthy youth | 

He cwly hear* the fplcodid maid. 

Oh happy days when Love was kind, 

Then Heav*n had giv'n her to my arms j 
And gold had ne'er dcfil'd a mind, 
s By oaturc matchlefs at her charmi. 
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, FROM THE SURRENDER OF CALAIS. 
O'CAafcou 

OH ! the moment was fad, when my love and I parted 1 

Savounu deligh ihigan ogh! - 
* As I fcifs'd off her tears, I was nigh broken-hearted t 

Savouraa, &e. 
Wan was her cheek, which hung on my moulder; 
Damp was her hand — no ina#ble was colder ! 
I felt that I never again ihould behold her. 

Savouraa, &c. 

Long I fought for my country, far, far from my truc-lo\*e ; 

Savouraa, &c. 
All my pay* and my booty, I hoarded for you, love ; 

Savouma, Ac. 
Peace was proclaim'd ; efcap'd from the daughter, 
Landed at home — my fwect girl I fought her-*- 
But forrow, alas ! to her cold grave had brought her ! 
- Savourna, Arc, 



THE MULBERRY TREE. 

WftlTTEN IY MA. COLLINS. 

THE fiveet briar grotvs in the merry green wood, 
Where the mufk-rofe diffufes his perfume fo free, 

But the blight often feizes both bloflbm and bud, 
While the mil -dew flies over the mulberry -tree. 

In the nurfery rearM, like the young tender vine, 
Mankind of all orders and cvVy degree. 



* Firft crawl on trie ground, then fpring np like the piriev 
Aod fome braoch and bear fruit like the mulberry-tree.' 

To the fair tree of knowledge fome twine like a twig. 
While fome fappy fproms with its fruit difagree, 

For which we from birch now and then pluck a fprig. 
Which is not quite fo fweet as the mulberry- tree. 

The vail tree of life, we all eagerly climh, 

And impatiently pant at its high top to be : 
Though nine out of ten, arc lopp'd off in their prime, 

And they drop like dead leaves from the mulberry- tree* 

Some live by the leaf and fome live by the bough; 
As the fong or the dance their vocation may be ; 
And fome live and thrive though we know no more how 
, Than the dew that flies over the mulberry- tree. 

But like weeping willows we hang down the head. 
When poor withered elders we're deflin'd to be; 

And we're minded no more lhan mere loggs when we're dead. 
Or the dew that flies over the mulberry -tree. 

Yet like lignum vita; we hearts of oak wear, 

Or the cedar that keeps from rhe canker worm free, 

While the vine juice we drain to diflblve ev'ry care, 
Like the dew that flies over the mulberry- tree. 



. THE DESPONDING NEGRO. 

WRITTEN BY M4. COLLlHS. 

1 

> On Afric's wide plaioi where the lion now roaring t ] 
With freedom flalks forth the vaft defert exploring, 



I was 
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I was dragg'd from my hut and enchain M as a flave, 
In a dark floating dungeon upon the fait wave* 
Sparc a halfpenny to a poor negro. 

Tofs'd oo the wild main, I all wildly defpairing, 
Burlt my chains, rufh'd or deck with mine eyeballs wide glaring, 
When the lightning's dread blafl ftruck the inlets of day, 
And its glorious bright hcams Jhut for ever away. 
Sparc a halfpenny, &c. 

The defpoiler of man then his profpeft thus losing, 
Of gain by my fale, riot a blind bargain choofing, 
-As my value, comparM with my keeping, was light, 
Had me dafh'd overboard, ia the dead of the night. 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 

And but for a bark to Britannia's coaft bound then, 
All my cares by that plunge in the deep had beendrown'd then, 
But by moonlight defcry'd, I was fnatch'd from the wave, 
And reluctantly robb'd of a watery grave. 
Spare a halfpenny, &c* 

How difaftrous my fate, freedom's ground tho* I tread now, 
Torn from home, wife and children, and wand'ring for bread now, 
While feas roll between us which ne'er can be crofs'd, 
And hope's diftant glimm'rings in darknefs are loll. 
Sparc a halfpenny, &c. 

But of minds foul and fair, when the judge and the ponderer, 
Shall reftore light and reft to the blind and the wanderer, 
The European's deep die may outrival the floe, 
And the foul of an Kthiop prove white asfnow* 
Spare a halfpenny, &c t 



CELIA, 

SVNC BY Ma* MILWAKD, AT BIP.MOWOSET SPA. 

BY the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 

Where whifper'd the beach, and where murmurM the rill, 

I vow'd to the Mufcs my time and my care, 

Since neither could win mc the fmiles of the fair. 

I vowy to the Mufes, *c. 

Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free I fung, 
And Celia's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But if a fmooth accent delighted my car, 
I wiih'd unawares that my Celia might hear. 

With faireft ideas my bofora I ftorM, 
Allufive to none but the nymph I ador*d; 
And the more I with itudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper im predion flie made on my mind. 

As long as of s nature the charms I purfue, 
I toll muft my Celia's dear image renew ; 
For the Graces have chofen with Cclia to rove,' 
And the Mufes arc all in alliance with Love. 



THE COACHBOX. 

WRITTEN BT HI. COLLIN). 

YOU may fcaft your cars with a Mc or a drum, 
Or the caugut tickle, or the wire Arum, 
But next to the fmack of a fwect girl's lip, - 
The mufic for me is the fmack of the whip. 

With my ding dong dalh along heigh gee ho I 



At 
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At the ftatefmari** drivmg the patriot pouts, 
While the changes be rings on the ins and the out*, 
Swearing every courtier's a miniiler's hack, 
And that none bat the devil's own cattle arc fo bhefc. 
With my ding dong, fir c* * 

t When the prodigal fori takes the reins in his hands. 
And the go-by gives to his houfes and lands ; 
With black, white, and brown, his career he runs, 
But alack he's at la It overtaken by the duns. 
With my ding dong, fcc. 

Bat let ^h em quarter the road of care, 
While I on the road have a birth to fpaie ; 
If I overtake a friend that is put to a (hi ft, 
Overturn me plump, but Fll lend him a lift. 
With my ding dong, &c. 

When a paflcnger pointing at ten men paclt'd 
On the top of the roof talk'd of Gammon's act, 
Why, fays 1, Mailer Gammon may a great man be, 
But all you can fay, is but gammon now to me. 
With my ding dong, &c 

Once to ride In my coach little Tcague had a mind, 
But for want of the blunt took the bafltet hehind ; 
When the great fear, that put poor Paddy in a bother, 
Was the bafltet and the coach run Ding foul of one another. 
With my ding dong, Sec. 

When to filencc all his fcruples at once, 
He was pitched in the boot to fecure his fconce, 
Now, fays he, pufh away, Til complain no more, 
6ince I'm rirlt at laft, tbo' behind bcforei 
With my ding dong, fcc# 



But whether before or behind we are ftovr'd, 
When in life we are over the upland road, 
May the v^le of years then the profpeft crown, 
And the journey end in a fafe let-dawn* ^ 

With my ding dong, &c. \ 

i 

THE POOR BLIND BEGGAR BOY. 

WRITTEN MY MR. CROSS* 
COMPOSED AND SUNG BTC UR. CRAY, 

NEAR the jaws of a prifon, in whofc di final gloom* 

Difeafe fat by Penury's fide, 
And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, 

A child of DiArefs.fadly figh'd : 
Down his wan cheek flowly trickled the tear, . 

Bereft was his bofom of joy, 
And, alas 1 I am driven almoft to defpair, 

CryM the poor little blind beggar boy. 

* My father, whofe labour provided each meal, 

* And to poverty oft gave relief, 

* In thefe walls is connVd, by hearts harder than Reel ; 

* And my mother's been murderM by grief: 

* The infant companions, who oft were my guides, 

* No longer their- friendihip employ, 

J And themifery— light-hearted pleafure derides— 

* Of the poor little blind beggar boy. 

t * The debt which, ala's ! a faifc friend made him owe, 

* Robb'd my parent of liberty's fwects ; * 
i Each moment he breathes is imbitter'd with woe, 

i And naught but misfortune he mectt : 



* Each 
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* Each flender refreshment's from ChariryVftorc, 

* Or famine his fpan wouM dcilroy, 

* And, alas I tli at kind hand which relievM, is no more/ 

Cry* J the poor little blind beggar boy. 

Thus mournful he pleaded, when, fuddeo as though t> 

This uie near depriv'd him of breath. 
That his father was gone, and his fpirit had fought 

For peace in the bofom of d*a*h : 
He rufh'd (for afiecliou each fenfe did infpire) 

To his cell, every means to employ 
To revive him ; then clafping the corpfe of his fire. 

Died die poor little blind beggar boy, 

THE INSOLVENT DEBTOR, 

, Br THE IAME. 

J) e to id of all care was my morning of life, 

Friends and traffic fulrtHM each defire ; 
As true and as g^oi as fhe*s fair was my wife, 

Ani my babes lisp'd the joy of taeir fire* 

And my babes, See* 

Eat in if fortund dire fpeclre I my hopes did deprefs, 

And villaiuy ir.jur'd my fame ; 
My eredit once great, ev*ry moment grew lefs, 

Aud friendfhip I found, but a name. 

The hard, hearted creditor vicwM my diftreft, 

His foul was ne'er fornTd to relieve j 
Ke plung'd me, ahs I in a prifon's recefs, 

Deprived of all feufe but to grieve. 
No friend took the -pains my dark maniiGii to &ek, 

My wife dimm'd each eye with a tear ; 
My child rcn^^but why of their woe* ihould I fpeak— • 
r It drives me, alsu J to slcfpair* 



Sharp mifery ftings, famine hovers around, 

The life fprings of comfort arc dry : 
No relief fo* fo woe -worn a wretch can be found^ 

But to hide his defpair and — to die I 

THE NIGHT WAS STILL; 

Att AOMiaED CABZONET COMPOSED BY CIOCDAtf&' 

THE, night was flill, the air ferenc^ 

* Fann'd by a fouthern breeze ; 

The glimm'ring moon might juft be fcen, 

Reflecting thro* the trees : 
The bubbling waters conflant courfe, - 

From off th* adjacent hill, 
Was mournful Echo's lafl refource, 

All nature was fo Hill r 

The bubbling waten eonflant courfe, £e*' 

The eonflant fhepherd fought this ihade, 

By forrow fore opprefs*d, - 
Clofe by a fountain's margin laid, 

His pain he thus exprefs'd : * 

Ah, wretched youth J* why didft thou Iov«* 

Or hope to meet fuccefs ; 
Ox thiok the fair would conftant^ravc, 

Thy fl*tt*ring hopes to blefs > - 

Find me the rofe on barren fands, 

The lily midft the rocks, 
The grape in wild dfcfcrted lands, 

A wolf to guard the flocks : 
Thofe you, alas 1 will fooner gain, 

And will more eafy find, 
, Than meet with aught but cold difdain 

In fickle womao-^nd. 



i\ 



f 



MB 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES. 



25 



SONGS SUNG AT VAUXHALL 

I COULD NOT HELP IT; NO, NOT I. 

SUNG BY MISS LEARY* 

WOITl BY MI. UPTON. 

A PLAGUE upon the men, 1 fay ! 

They'll never leave poor girls alone ; 
E'er tt*z\n? , teazing, night and day, 



Till 


\ave won us for their own 


nd yc 


vomen love the men, . 


»Tis 

.>r nit 


>lly to deny, 
ifwer, out often, 


« If 


^oit; no, not I.'* 



I told * a £dwy, t'other day, 

I ne -r wou'd become a bride ; 
But fure he took a certain day, 

To tell ine truly, that 1 ly'd ! # 
Firft with a kifs, he it opt uiy breath, 

And foftly faid— '* Sweet creature, whj ?" 
And tho' hef^ueez'd me, 'moft to death, 

I cou'd not help it ; no, not I. 

Well, what d'ye think at Jaft I faid, 

I never fhall forger, I fwcar 1 
** I tell yon plain, I'll nercr^ved ; 

" So teazc me, now, Sir, if you dare!" 
But, oh I he kifs'd me then (o fwcet, 

And look'd fo charming in my eye 1 
I vow'd at church the youth to meet: 

i couM not help it; no, not I* 



THE BONNY BELLS. 

SUNG BY UJSS LEARY. 
THE WOROS BY MR. UPTON. 

O, the bonny, bonny bells ! 

How I love to hear them found 1 
Far and near, the lads and girls, 

Dance a merry, merry round. 
Who js he fo neat and gay ? 

How the youth each twain excels I 
'Tjs my love, that comes this way, 

O, the bonny, bonny bells I 

Play away, ye bonny bells, 

Swcetcll jnufic to my car I 
How my breaft with rapture fwells, 

At the prcfencc of my dear! 
Softly whifpers, now, my love, 

Trembling— as his pillion tells ; 
Angels tilk like him above, 

O, the bonny, bonny bells f 

Bon ny bel !s, for e ver ch i me, * 

Theodore has nVd the day ; 
Sunday fe*n night is the time, 

In the charming month of May t 
How my heart goes pat, pat, pat I 

Love is full of magic fpells ; 
Sunday fc'n night, think of that I 

O, the bonny oonny bells ! 



LAUGHING GLEE; 

SUNG THIS AHD THE THREE PRECEDING 
SEASONS. 

Fill the goblet high ™ith wine, 
Round our temples flowVs entwine. 
Banifh care, and banifh forrow : 
To the gods belong to-morrow. 
With grateful' horn age crown this day, 
And fing and laugh the night away. 



THE CARSE OF GOWRIE. 

SUNG BY MISS MILNE. 
Words by Mr. Vint. 

Na fhepherd on the dnificd plain, 
Like Johnny e'er can plcafe me ;* 

For how could they my favour gain, 
Whofc offers did but teaze me ? 

The fluphcrd dearly doats on me, 

Full well I can difefever ; 

And praifc the place with tuneful glee, 
That gave me fie a lover. 

Of a the vallies, north of Tweed, 
That are fa green and flow'ry, 

Th:re's nane ol them can e'er exceed 
The bonny Carfe uf Gowric. 
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Ye laflbs all, fa blythe and hra*, 

As round the vale you're roving, 
Can ye e'er fee a lad fo gay, 

A lad fa well worth loving ? 
Ah me ! I'm fure you'll anfwer no, 

For oane you'll jneet like Johnny ; 
Na lad to be comparM, I trow, 

He is fa blythc aod bonny. 



Of a the valiies, &c. 



Young Johnny is fa kind a fwain, 

I ever mult adore him ; 
Na fhcplierd on the fylvan plain, 

Can ever come before him : 
Reclining on yon downy brae* 

He pipes fa fweet and charming, 
I'm quite enchaoted a the day, 

While love my heart is warming. 



Of a the vallies, See. 



DEAR IS MY LITTLE NATIVE VALE. 



SUNG BY MUS MILNE* 

Dear is my little Dative vale, 

The Ring-dove builds and warbles there, 
Clofe by my cot Ihe tells her tale, 

To cv'ry palling villager. 
The fquirrel leaps from tree to tree, . 
£^d fliells his nuts at liberty. 



FAVOURITE SONGS, 

In orange groves and myrtle how'rj, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

To charm the fairy- footed hours, 

With my lov'd lute's romantic found. 

Or crowns of living laurels weave, 

For thofe that win the race at *eve. 

The Shepherd's horn at break of day, ' 
The mimic dance in twilight glade, 
The ruftic glee, the roundelay, 
' Sung in the filcnt woodland's (hade. 
Thefe fimplc joys that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 



THE BANKS OF TWEED. 

BUNG OY MISS LEAKY. 

Just when the blooming, fragrant fpring, 
Proclaim'd the near approach of May j 
When in the grove the blackbirds fing, 
Their, chearful notes on ev*ry fpray : 
Young Sandy fought the rural green, 
- The ruftic dance, the tuneful reed ; 
And Jenny's charms firll caught his e'en, 
• Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 

She was fa fair, fa blythe a lafs, 

She dane'd and mov'd like any queen ; 

Herfmilcs would May-day mom Jurpafs, 
And laughing love was in her e'en : 



From rofy moro to night he'd rove, 
And to fait itrain* he tun'd his reed; 

He fang of bonny Jane and love, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 

The God of Love was Sandy's friend. 

And look'd wi' gentle pity down, 
A pointed dart did quickly fend, 

And made the bonny lafs his own. 
More fair and dear, fince marriage vow, 

To her and love he tunes his reed ; 
In fweet delights they revel now, 

Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 



SHE IS MISTAKEN. 

HUNG BY MRS. ADDlSOlf. 
Words by Mr. Addifen. 

Lord I what a fufs my mother made, 

When Colin came this way ; 
Bccaufe he caught ire in his arms, 

And kifs'd me t'other day ; 
She lcolded nic both day and Qight, 

And was in fuch a taking f 
But if Ihe thinks I'll no; have him, 

I'm fure Ihe is miftaken. 

I told her, Colin lov'd me well, 
And meant not to deceive me ; 

And fa id, that from my pre lent need 
HequicUy would relieve me, 



But 
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Bot mother faid, He was a wag, 
Who'd fet my heart to aching ; 

And if I thought he'd marry me, 
I furcly was mi flatten. 

I knew 'twas falfc, but thought it belt 

To feign that I believ'd her ; 
And fo, by playing cunningly, 

Completely have deceiv'd her. 
And we've agreed to-morrow morn, 

Before Jhe thinks of waking , 
To tic the knot that foon will (hew 

How much (he is miftaken. 



LOOSE WERE HER TRESSES SEEN. 

SUNG BY MISS GEORGE. 

LOOSE were her tncfles feen, her zone unbound. 
And he amid ft his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thoufand odours from his dewy wings. 

YE CRYSTAL FOUNTAINS, SOFTLY 
FLOW. 

A FAVOURITE CAN20NET. 

YE cryftal fountains, foftly flow, 
Ye gentle gales, ah 1 ccafe 10 blo*v ; 
For know, my blooming, conilant, fwaift 
Doth calmly fleep on yonder plain : 



Propitious pow'rs, afford that reft, 
Whichever dwelt within his breaft ; 
With caution guard his radiant charms, 
And ihield his heart from rude alarms. 

Around my love, ye violets fpring ; 
In plaintive notes, ye warblers fuig ; 
Ye rofes bloom aljout his head, 
And fwcetly fcent his niofly bed ; 
Ye little Cupids, quickly bring 
Each green that decks the verdant fpring ; 
There form a fweetfcquefterM grove, 
And hide fecurc my beauteous love. 



THE TIPPLING DEITIES* 

A BURLETTA SCENE. 

The Heithcn God* fitting at a table— A Urg* pu*ch-bowi 
in the Center. 

JUPITER. 

GANYMEDE, refill the bowl, 

Mufic, mirth, and melody, 

With iweet ilrains of feftive glee, 
Sound the fphe'res from pole to pole. 

Immortals infinite are wc, 

Boundlcfs, then, our draughts ftiall be I 



fauET.^ * 

VENUS AND BACCHUS. 

Would rnortals but fancy perfeaion of pleafurc, 

As known to the Pow'rs divine : 
Eternal we feel without cloying or meafure, 

The raptures of love and of wine. 

APOLLO AND MASS. 

apollo— I'm bright God of Day. 

mars— I'm hold God of liattlc. 

apollo— And when from my car I alight, 

M Aft s— When I leave the uread combat, where 

loud cannons rattle. 
dot 11— In love and in wine I delight, 

NEPTUNE. 

Old Neptune I am, and I love bottle-draining, 

A river iMjdrink at a fup j 
If the bowl was as deep as the Mediteranncan, 

I warrant I'd ioak it all up. 

CHORUS. . 



Ganymede, refill the bowl, &c. 



Soutfcv&rk* 
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' PHELIM O'FLAM. 

BY A CO-RESPONDENT. 

. PHELIM O'Flam is my name* > 

A hunter of fortunes am I ; 
In love I would wifh to get fame. 

For I know how to ogle and lie, 
O'Row may delight in hard knocks, 

For fuch fun I would not give a d— n, 
For I love to conquer the fair, 
Oh I I drop on my knee, and I fwear 

My fwectgirl, now take Phelim O'Flam. 

An old Hebe, with never a tooth, 

J fwear Is as beauteous as Venus; 
Tbo' fhe's ugly, lame, and uncouth, 

Now you'll own I'm a clever young pcmtj. 
I catch hold of her dry t withered hand, 

And flattery down her throat cram, 
Then who can fuch courtfhip withlland ? 
Oh I fhc quickly obeys Love's command, 

And her miners is Phelim O'FIain's, 

When I get a young widow in tow, 

Oh, ] give her a fackful of bother j 
Say her hulband'a been dead long ago, 

And 'tis high time flic Thought of another: 
She blufhes, and heaves a foft figh, 

*Tis thus rhe wolf caichcs the lamh : 
J drop on my knee, heave a tfgh, 
Get confent by the look of her eye ; 
What d'ye think now of Phelim O'Flam ? 



FAVOURITE SONGS) 

Stern Juftice's gripe I ne'er fear, 

Their quibbles and quirks I can cozen, 
A man with two wives they may queer, 

He'll efcape that has married a dozen ; 
Let them hobble me, then, if rhcy dare, 

This world is but our fide and fliam i 
Then purfue, brother Bucks, young and old, 
Tie them fait, and then packet their gold, 

Be as happy as Phelim O'Flam. 



ORIGINAL SONG; 

AH, Delia ! dear maid of my heart J 

The trial, at length, is arriv'd, 
When we from each other muft part, 

Muft be of each other deprived. 

How can I your abfencc endure ? *- 

I call in philofophy's aid, 
To foften what nothing can cure, 

The wound which by abfencc is made. 

1*11 fly to my love's rofy bow'r, 

Where fo oft I have gaz'd on thy charms, 

And fay to each lazy pae'd hour, 

" Halle I hafte I bring her back to my arms." 

There will I, my fair one, on you 

The blelfing of heaven implore ; 
Adieu I dcareft Delia, adieu t 

My heart is too full to fay more. u 



BLUE EY'D NORAH, 

A* Sung by Mr. tiignum at fcveral Convivial Societies 

tuxe, "the s* a a row." 

■ 

AH, how can ] my grief rctea! ! 

How cafe my tonur'd brealt I 
My heart a prey to hopclcfs love* 

Ch, when ftiall ] have reft ? 
Can I forget the lucklcfs hour, 

When lirilj knelt before her, 
AJas I f ne'er ihall fee again 

My bvclyy bluc-ey'd Norah. 

Her vcrmil lip, love darting eye, 

Her grace, each beauteous charm, 
Ye envious ppwers I ah why did 1 

E'er gaze upon that form I 
Her boibm cold as mountain fnow, 

Yet ftill I muft adore her, 
Ah, whither art thou gone, fwect maid I 

Dear, lovely, blue-cy'd Noiah ! 

Ye nymphs, that trip the verdant plains, 

Oh think whftl .muft feel, 
A forrow now con fumes my breaft, 

Which time can never heal I 
Oh could I fee the beauteous fair. 

Again I'd kneel before her: 
Or yield a prey to black defpair, 

'And die for bluc-ey'd Norah. 

CON*- 
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CONTENT AND A COT. 

SUNG BY MR. DAHLEV, AT YAUXHALL. 
WRITTEN BY MR. j. HARRISON. 

I HAVE look'd into life, and with truth I can fay, 

I find highclt biifs lies in lowlicit lot: 
From mv brcafl drive the daemon of pride far away, 

And give me, kind Heav'n, content and a cot. 
Content and a cot, &c. 

" If fix'd on a plain, or a hillock's green fide, 
" In a valley, a wood, or a dale, matters not, 

" From oppreflicn, and falfhood, O let me but hide ; 
" Anil give me, kind Hcav'n, content and a cot. 
" Content and a cot, Sec. 

May I ne'er expeel cloathing, or food, without toil, 
Or covet the wealth thaes difhoncftly got ; 

Tho' man be ungrateful, not fo is the foil, 
<And give me, kind I Icav'n, content and a cot. 
Content and a cot, Sec. 

*' In the fwcat of my hrow, make me till my fcant ground, 
" To raiic fruits, and herbs, for the diih, or the pot, 

" Whih my innocent babes, with my lambs frolick round, 
" And give us, kind Heav'n, content in our cot. 
Con ten: in our cot, Sec. 

With the wife of my youth, till old age let me live, 
And footht each fid pang that's the fexes hard lot, 

The error3 of each, teach us each to forgive, 
And grant us, kind Heav'n, content in our cot* 
Content in our cot, &c* 



Thus, all life wears away, let us live free from blame, 
Our love never cool, nor our anger e'er hot, 

May our girls, and our boys, prove precifely the fame, 
Then grant them, kind Heav'n, content ami a cot. 
Content and a cot, Sec. 



CHRISTMAS TIME. 

WRITTEN BY MR. OAK.MAN. 

AS Chriftmas approaches, each bofom is gay, 
For good cheer will always drive forrow away ; 
Young Roger then kites fwect Sufan or Dolly, 
While trimming the houfc up with ivy and holly. 
Fur never as yet it was counted a crime, 
To be cherry and merry at that happy time. 

Then plenty of turkey, of chine, and roaft beef, 
Old Euglifh provision, allow'd ftill the chief : 
The cook, Roger whifpers his wifties to crown, 
And Dolly fays Give me a bit of the brown : 
For never as yet, Sec. 

Then the lufcious plum-pudding appears to the eye, 
And clofc at its heels comes the plcafing mince-pye; 
Then each lick their chaps at fuch delicate fare, 
Well pleas'd as they hope to come in for » flure : 
For never as yet, &c. 
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With humming October, the jorum is fillM, 
Which wou'd make the heart glow, if with froft it was chillM ; 
Then fong, joke, or gambol, goes merrily round, 
And each with good humour are happily crownM : 
For never as yet, &c. 

Twelfth day you will find is jufl by in the rear, 
When the rich fugarM cake to the fight will appear ; 
Then Sloven, and Slut, and the King, and the Queen* 
With laughter come forward to heighten the fcene : 
For never as yet, &c. 

Thus fiird with good cheer, and contented in mind, 
At Chririmas we hope ev'ry one for to find ; 
May the rich, who arc bleft with abundance in ftore. 
To crown the blirhe feafon> make merry the poor : 
For never as yet, lec, 



IN PURSUIT OF THE FASHION. 

SUNG BV MR5. AOOISON* AT VAUXHALL. 

HARK, forward's the word, and all join in the chace ; 
Ambition, and politics » now muft give place: 
Afar Fancy and Folly we eagerly fly ; 
In purfuit of the Fafhion, Hark forward's the cry. 

Pell mell, after Cupid, each heart-wounding dame, 
From fi xteen to fitxy's purfuing the gAne : 
With their full- flowing treffes, fomc hobble, forac fly j 
In purfuit of the Faihiou, Hark forward's the cry, 



Ding-dong, helter.feelter, the fwect.fccnted beauy, 
Either lead the purfuit, or fall in at the clofc ; 
With their pockets fo low t and their collars fo high, 
Purfuing the FaJhion, Hark forward's the cry. 

Let the Fafhion be changM, it has laftcd too long ; 
If its conqucft we aim at, we're all in the wrong: 
To the fame of Old England, let each have an eye , 
And her foes be the game, when Hark forward's the cry r 



TflE ONLY COMPANION FOR ME; 

IUKG BY MR. DUFFEY, AT VAUXHALL. 

FM not very nice in the choice of a mate. 

Yet therefore I'll tell you my mind ; 
Not one that's too humble, nor one that's too great, 

But one that's good-humour'd and kind : 
Not old, nor yet ugly, not blind, deaf, or lame, 

But fenfible, mode ft, and free ; * 

Such a one, there's no doubt, my attention muft claim, 

The only companion for me. 

Too witty, too pretty, alike will be vain* 

Have too much conceit of themfclves ; 
Their prating, and drcfling, alike I difdain, 

They are fuch fantaftical elves : 
Neat, chearful, difcrc^r, and not prudifhly nice, 

But fenfible, modeft, and free; 
Such a one J am willing to take, In a trice* 

The only companion for me. 



i 






In 



In this happy circle, are m3ny, no doubt, 

Like the picture I juft have difpIayM ; 
When I've hniuVd my fong, I ftiall then look about,. 

To find one I am not afraid. 
A blefling To great, 1 would cherifh and love. 

To her itilT be kind and be free; 
For it is fuch a one, that will certainly prove; 

The only companion for me. 



THE SOLACE OF LIFE. 

IUNC BY MR. DUFFEY, AT VAUXHALL. 

WHEN the trumpet of fame calls to honour and arms, 

Proud glory we fondly purfue ; 
Ev'ry bofom is ftYd wirh war's fierce alarms, 

The wreath of Victoria in view. 
Yet glory, and honour, to Cupid muft yield ; 

He leads far from battle and flrife : 
Each wound of the foldicr by beauty is hcaTd; 

Her fmile is the folace of life. 

When the trumpet of Fame call*d to honour and arrm, 

From love, and my Nancy, I flew ; 
I left the delight of beholding her charms. 

The clangor of war to purfue : 
Now \var is all over, and peace fmiles around, 

[ return to my friend, and my wife: 
With my Nancy, content, joy, and pleafure* arc found ; 

Herfmilc 13 the folace of life* 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES, 

DIE AN OLD MAID. 



31 



SUKC BY MK3. ADDISON, AT VAVJCHAtL* 
Words by Mrs, Row Ton. 

WHEN I livM with my granam,on yon little green, 
As good an old woman as ever was feen, 
She oft read me Jcclures of prudence and care, 
And hade mc, of all things, of men to beware. 
Said fhe— ■ They will flatter, and lie, and deceive ; 
■ And you*rc lull, my dear Rofc, if you dare to hcliere.* 
1 thought it was ft range ; and, indeed, was afraid 
It would be my hard fortune to die an old maid. 

I met with young Colin, one night, in the grove, 
He ta!k*d of the joys and the pleafurcs of love ; 
But my grandmother's lectures fo ran in my head, 
1 could not attend to a word that he faid. 
Thought 1, What a fufs the old women all make 1 
1 think, in my heart, they muft make a miftake ; 
For if ev*ry young girl of the men were afraid, 
Why my granam herfelf mull have been an old maid. 

The next time young Colin his court fliip renewM, 
I candidly own'd that my heart was fubdu'd ; 
He fwore that he lov*d me as dear as his life ! 
And, if I'd confent, he would make me his wife. 
Then heggM the next morn I'd his wifhes fulfil ; 
Says I — * E'en let grandmother fcold as flic will, 

* Of fo gentle a fwain, 1 (hall ne'er he afraid j 

* And it's better to marrv than die an old maid.* 
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EACH PLEASURE TO HUNTING, SWEET HUNTING 
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ADDRESSED TO THE BUCKS OF THE CHACE, 

By Mr. Upton, 

YE fportfmen for pleafure and exercife born. 
For (name, leave your beds, and arife with the morn : 
The Goddefs Diana leads forth to the chace, 
And day, my brave fellows, breaks on us apace ; 
The morn is a fine one, right healthy and clear, 
Fine fport will attend us, my boys, never fear. 
And now we're all ready > Huzza ! for the field, 
Eachpleafure to hunting, &c. 

Our fteeds are fure-footed, our dogs (launch and good, 
Prepaid to encounter with lakr, fenee, and wood. 
Now, Reynard, ha\e a: ye ; the hounds have the fcent, 
And eager for blood, on deftrucHon are bent. 
Hark ! hart ! hew the clamour re founds through the fpheres, 
The glorious confufion enraptures the ears ; 
Old Crafty ftil I heads them the length of a field, 
Each plcafure to hunting, fwect hunting mult yield, 
Eachpleafure to hunting, &e. 

By Nimrod, how charming the chace does improve I 
Hills, vallies, and mountains, apparently move j 
The fox is a ftager, how daring he flies ! 
Dogs, horfes, aad huntfmen, the bruflier defies ; 



But, fee, how he trembles, and halts to gam breath, 
Now nothing can fave .him from imminent death ; 
The harriers hive ieiz'd him, what fliouts rend the field ! 
Each pleafure to hunting, fweet hunting mud yield. 
Each pleafure to hunting, Sec. 



- CORPORAL WHEEDLE. 

BY A CORRESPONDENT. 

WHAT joy can compare to the life of a foldier, 

When bleft with the fmiles of the fair ! 
A kifs from a fweet pretty lafs, makes him bolder, 

And drowns all lib forrcv and care. 
For our row de dow dow beats a ftnngc palpitation 
In the bofom of each pretty girl in the nation ; 
When they fee rne purfuing as iharp as a needle, 
Oh I they fly to~thc arms of fmart Corporal Wheedle. 

When our officer billets the men to their quarters, 

For 3 lively young lafs we look out, 
The landlady's forc*d to look after her daughters, 

And fcarcely knows what fhe's "about. 

For our row de dow, &C£ 

When Tin difablcd, quite unfit for each duty, 

And march down the hill of oid age, 
I mu ft then hid adieu to each favourite beauty, 

Cheliea quarters will finifh life's Itagc, 
T here in my laft camp, I will cheerfully fing, 
Blcfs my Queen, and my good royal "mailer, my King ! 
No more in my duty as {harp as a needle, 
And, when fiYd my lail gun, farcwel- Corporal Wheedle* 
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NEW C AN O N. —Three Voices. 

Compofed by W. Bar re, Jun. 
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Prefto aflat. 



Come, bu01e, buftle, driak ..bout, And let u» mer - ry be; Our cam is fall we'll pump it 



«f- 







Come, buftle, buftle, driak a - bout,' And let us mer - ry bej Our cana is 



W 1 * ™* E^_W f^. " i..fli. v„rti. j-:-i, - k«i,* And Uf t« mcr - rw he - - . i Our cann is full, we'll 



£mj* 'come, buftle, buftle, drink a - bout, And let us mcr - ry be ; Our caun is full, we'll 



, [This bar to be omitted the laft time.] 
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out, And then 2 *- way 
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to fea. Come, buftle, buflle, drink a - bout, And let us mer - ry 
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full, we'll pump it out, And then a 
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out, And* then a - - - way to fea. Come, buftle, buttle, • drink a b fea. ' ^ 
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pump it out, And then a - way 



to 



fea. Come, buftle, buftle, drink a - bout, And buftle, drink a - bout. 



The favourite Song of SALLY IN OUR ALLEY, 



Snug by Mr. Dighuu at the Ahacreqstic Society, 



aod at the King** Theatre. Haymarket, in the Farce called 77* Du}tt of TancjL 




h fmart, There's nooe like pret - ty Sal-lv; . 
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1=r ^ . ., j_^ «•.„ „r ~»„ hnrt. She lives in our * • - al-iey. *" c,t 



i, the dar- ling of my heart, She lives in our 
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Sally; She is" ThT darling of my heart ; She lives in our alley.^ 
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heart; She Uvea in our ™!'+ m _*-£■_ m * 



Her father he mates cabbage-nets, 

' And throogh the ftreets docs cry *em ; 

Her mother (he fells laces long,^ 

To fuch as pleafe to buy 'em : 
But fure fuch folb could ne'er beget 

So fvveet a girl as Sally ! 
She ii the darling of my heart, 

And flie lives in our Alley, 

When the is by, I leave my wort* 

* I love her fo fincerely ; 

* My matter comes like any Turk, 

* And bangs me mall feverely : 

* But let him bang his belly full, 

* HI bear it all for Sally : 
« She is the darling of my heart, 

■ And file fives ia our Alley. 



( 35 ) 

Of all the days that's in the week, 

I dearly love but one day ; 
Aod that's the day that comes betwixt 

A Saturday and Monday : 
For then I'm d re ft in all my bell, 

To walk abroad with Sallt ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And me lives in onr Alley. 

* My m after carries me to church, 

• And often I blamed, 

■ Becaufe I leave him in the lurch, 

1 As foon as text is named ; 
4 I leave the church in fermon. time, 
4 And flink away to Sally j 

* She is the darling of my heart, 

* And Ihe lives in our Alley* 



The Verfrs diftin£uifhed by inyerud Commas, were omitted by Mr 



* When Chriftmas comes about again, 

- O then I (hall haie money ; 

* Til hoard it up, and box and all, 

1 1*11 give it to my honey: 

* And wou'd it were ten thoufand pounds, 
' I'd give it all to Sally ; 

* She is the darling of my heart, 
* And ihe lives in our Alley. i 

My mafter, and the neighbours all. 

Make game of me and Sally ; 
And, but for her, Pd better be 

A flave, and row a galley ■; 
But when my fev*n long years are out, 

Oh theo II! marry Sally i 
Oh then we'll wed, and then we'll bed. 

But not in onr Alley. - 

Dlgnum, 
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WINE CANNOT CURE. 
[This is Introduced hy Mr. Bannister, Jan. and Mrs. Bland, in The Surrender, op Calais.] 
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From morn till night * I 
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take my glafs In hopes to for - get my Clo 
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e, From morn till night I take my glafs In hopes to for -get my 
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C1 ° " c i But * tno ' I t*ke the plea-fing draught, She's ne'er the lefs be - fore - me, Ah! ' no, no, no, wine cannot cure The 
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pain I endu re for my Clo - . c. A h? no, no, no, wine cannot cure The pain' I en -dure for, my Clo - - e. * 
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To wine I flew to cafe the pain 
Her beauteous charms created ; 

To wine I flew to eafe the pain 
Her beauteous charms created ; 

Bur wine more freely bound the chain, 
And love would not be cheated. 

Ah, no, &c* 
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t*f For the Worda, ttfunginTuYSvuiitKDiii or Cai.ah> fee Page 9, of * Songs Tung at Public Places.' 
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The Word* by a Laoy.— The Mufic by a Maw of Fashion 
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O come, my Love, O hafte a - way, And taile with me the fweets of May i O 
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leave the . town, and all its noife, For* ru - ral fecnes and country joys, 
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ro - fy health on every gale Is wafted thro* the winding vale. O come, my Love, O haftc a - way, And 
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MAY.— A New Sokg. 
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taite with me the fweets of May, And tafte with mc the fwects of May. 
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3AY.— A New Sokg. 39 



rrr-rrrj 



«= 



rnru H- ^ 



^^^^^^^ 






£i£ 



^ 



I 



For. thee my fields are decked with flowers* 
For thee I've decked my jafs'mine bowers. 
For thee the violet, pink, and rofe, 
Their various beauties all difclofe ; < 
For thee, the flow'ry meads along, 
The thruftlc tuaca his fwcctcfl fong, 

- O come, &c« 



My kine renew their milky* (lore, 
My hills with fheep are whken'd o*er# 
And all around their tender dams, * 
How gaily frifk my little lambs 1 
My little lambs> that well may be, 
In innocence, compar'd with thee. 
O come, my leve f O hade away! 
And taltc with me the fweets of May t 
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Becgar's Opera.] 
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Larghetto. Thus when the ' " (Wallow, feelc - - ing •' * prey. With - in 
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^{p a : round her "flum, She heeds them not- (poor bird) 
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Larghetto. 
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I-arghctto. The charge is; prepaid, the lawyers arc. met; The tt judges all ,rang*d (a- tQr r ri * ble fliowl) I < go, un-dif- ma/d; For 
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death b a debt, a debt on demand, So. take what "l owe: Then - farewell, my Love ; dear Charmers, adieu! Con -ten -ted I die, 'tis the 
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better for you. Here cndi all dif - pute the reft, of our, lives, For this way at once I plcafe all my wives. 
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Mrs. Peachum. 



O POfcLY YOU MIGHT. 



Polly. 



[Beggar** Opera. 
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Andante q p ]j y you might have' toy M and kifs'd; By keeping men off, you keep them on/ But he fo teaz'd me. And he fo pleasM me; 
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vWhat I did, you mult have done. 
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Andante Allegro. 
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44 Love in a Village.] (Young Meadows) 



- O HAD I BEEN. 



[Dr. Howard. 
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ad * I been by fate decreed, Some hum - ble cottage fwain, In • fair Ro - fet - ta's fight to feed, My 
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flocks up -on the p]ain; 
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Jn' fair Ro fet- ta's * fight to feed," My flocks up -on the plain: What joys had I been 
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born to tafte, Which now I ne'er muft know; . Ye en - vious pow'rs, why have you placed my fair " one's lot Jo low? Yc 
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Love in a Villace.] (Young Meadows) 



O HAD I BEEN. 
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en - vioui pow'rs, why have yc plac'd My * fair one's lot Co * low ? 
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FLUTE or GUITTAR. 
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46 Love in a Village.] (Rcfetta) 



jtis NOT. WEALTH. 



[Signbr Giardixi. 
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*Tis not wealth* it is not birth can 
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Ka - ture warm, by Na - ture bright, with in - bred flames he nobly glowt, with in - bred - flames, 
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nor needs the aid of bor - row'd light, nor needs the aid of 
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DUETT, FAIR AURORA . 
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A CHIDING CATCH 
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THE QUACKS. A New Sonc. 
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Tv'ry one round. The Mountebank, mounting his roftrum, Pretending 



to give his advice, He preys on you all with 




his noftxll, like gritnal . tit devouring the mice 
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Physicians, when young* make pretence, 

On patients experiments try ; 
Experience alone gives them fenfe ; 
. foe affiled by CH *nc £ live or die* 

But, fliould even the worft prove the cafe. 
The Widow can't call him a fool. 

He'll proteft, with affiled grimace, 
That he xill'd cmite according to rale* 



Now quacking fo widely has grown, 

Each phixz lhat you meet in the flreet, 
Nat dabbles in phyfi: alone, • 
' All are Quacks now-a-days that we meet* 

The Courtier*! a Quack I declare, 

Poor Britain's diieafe to explore 
He tries j but refigns up the care, 
* And leaves her much worfc than before. 



The Patriot, too, you may fee, _ 

Is a Quack in political miff, 
For the noife lhat he makes, flip a fee. 

And you'll find that he's Olent enough. 

The Lawyer, he Quacks with )* bnri m 
For crient whofe pockei's well lin d * . 

But, inftcad of your gaining relief, * 
A fpecdy consumption youllhnO* 



Divinity Quiets ire a crowd.' 
Underlining religion like moles, 

And,- caotrng their rionfenfe aloud, 
Like Criipin, would coiule your fouls. 

The Soldier's a furgical Quack, 

He clumfily opens vour vein?, 
And with *jlls made of lead, in a crack 

Ht'U quickly remove all yoor paios. 



( S4 ) 

The Lord, too, by patent a Quack, 
Frefcnbes the political rice 

Yet, for all the fine cloaths on his back, 
A Jockey you read in his face. 

?' c A n £ e barber, who lathers your flcin, 

A Quacking he fpeedily feuds, 
For politics eager, your chin, 
. Like the nation, he leaves in the fuds; 



Poor Britain r 1 pity thy ftate ; 

Each Quack at thy purfe has a pull, 
For the needy, the rich, and the great, 

Have a pluck it the Ample John B ull , 

Bur if you would take my advice, 

.Nq longer continue an e}£ t 
Difmifs all thofe Quacks in a trice, 

And hereafter prefcribc for yourfdf. 



ADDRESS 'TO VULCAN. 
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V«J« n contrive me fuch * cup. As Ndtar . u S 'd .of old. T„ ,U thv Jl , M=t|=S^S 

, k ■_ i*rM*f fail ,o trim it np> Tf7lUlh7 m tg 
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triin ix up, And damaik it round with go - . Id A fi H j„ /l • 

? go w, And damaik a round with gold. 



Mike it fo large, when fill'd with pucch, 

Uptoihefwellingbrimj 
Vaft toafts on the delicious lake, Vaft, & c . 

(Like ihipa at (u) may fwtoi. Like, &c. ' 



r 

Carve me thereon a curliog vine, 
And add two lovely boys ; 

Wh T °[ e J ; mba » ™Voiw. folds eotwine, Ac, 
The types of future joys, & c . 



Cupid and Bacchus my gods are, 
May Jove and wine iliJl reign ; 
^With wine I waih away my care, 
And then to my love again. 
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Tho' begging U an ho . ncft 'trade which wealthy knaves de - fpif Ci Vet ri 



rich 



men may be beggars made, and 



. we that beg may . rife. The matril Vm*. «„., k- \. .___.,. . C" 



we that beg may . rffc The greateft king, may be "be . tra/d, and fofe their fovere-gn pow'r, But he d* tap^ 
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a& his bread, but he that ftoops to aft his bead, can ne - ver fall much tower. 



Tho foreigners have fwarm'd of late, and fpoil'd our begging trade, 
Yet ft.ll wc hve anddr nk good beer, tho'Wyour righS invade. 
Some fajr the/ for religioo fed, but wifer people tell us 
They were fore'd here to feek their bread, iVr being too rebelli, 



mom. 



Let heavy taxes greater grow, to make our army fight, 
Where us not to be had you know, the king mult lofe his right 
Let one fide laugh, the other mourn, we nothing have to fear, 
But that great lords will beggars be, to be as great as we are. 



What tho' we make the world believe, that we are'fiek or lame,- 
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■"jlTHE power of wine. 
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Bloom " - tng ' Bacchus e 



^7 young, Sweet af - fwa - gcr of all care, When in . 



vokM by 
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flat-t'ring : tongue f E- - vcr rca 

4 



dy * thou to hear, 



e - vcr 



rca 







dy thou to hear, 




Ps= 



Let us, by thy influence fiVd, Lead the mad 



fantaftic round, Whilfl our foug, by th« in -fpirM, Louder and fUll, IUI1 louder 



i^S 



found i Louder Hill, foil louder, and louder found* 



Thou doft male the eoward brave, 
Thou doft frozen dotage warm, 

Thou doft freedom give the ftave i 
And thy fons proteft from harm 



Let os, kc. 



Thou doft in the fair one's breaft, 

Soft defircs knid wifheS raife, 
When the amorous fwain is bleft ; 
- Thine the conoueft, thine thepraife. 

Let U4, «c. 



To our vows propitious provc f 
We by thy afliftance may 

Triumph o'er the God of love* 
Triumph o'er the God of d»y* 



Letm, &c« 



SUPERIORITY OF LO'VE. 
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If ft Io-ver is told he h falfe to his fair For* the fake of a 'hot -tie- tfie* truth I'll declare i H* that 



i " m [ ^^ r n u rr LtfOip^gaa 



quits *- fair virgin* to flick to his glafs, Muft, by. f ill "men" of reafon, be (Hied an" afs. If virtue a»d, beauty, q 

ndt to " compare" To' the - 




nr .-ted- be- good; *Tis certain it muft be by all un - derftoodr The de - lights of a bam- per are 



I, 



cx *cel- lent charms of the good and the fair* 

To dimples and fmiles with delight we attend ; 

If a frown, 'tis for faults which with pleafure we mend ; " 

Ye drinkers declare, if the truth ye will own, 

Smiles of liquor may pleafe, but they end in a frowns 

Though beauty we fee in the lily and rofe, 

The charms of dear Chloc are tweeter than thofe; 

Though by time they are conquered remembrance remains I 

To live happy in age is reward for their pains. 

With the bottle, or love, whoe'er isemployM, 
Oft Ends one infipid; t'other always enjoy'd ; - 
Though ever in drinking his hours are fpent, * 
He ever is craving, yet never content. 
What friendship in love is by hiftory proved I 
Which nothing but death hath ever reinbvM I 
In drinking, what murders and- mifchiefs enfua ! 
Which, by daily experience, is known to be true I 



No ftrife, or difturbancc, arifes from love; 
We are told 'tis ao emblem of what is* above; J 
In infancy, innocence, virtue's emplo/d, 
Which in ufeof thebig-beilyM bottle's deny'J. 
In the pleafure of love we with joy pafs our Hays, b 
It foothes all our eares, oor paio it allays; 
In drinking, the pleafure of life is deftroy'd, 
One leg's in the grave before half is enjqy'd. 

What delight's in a fair, ever true to her word, 
Who to forfeit that name would not join with a lord j 
In diftrefles a friend, au advifer in grief: 
Who, to fly to a bottle, would find that relief? 
Such comforts in love throughout life I can fpy ; 
Who'd not leave a bottle a fair one to try ? 
Each circumftance wcigh'd,- it is eafy to prove, 
True happinefs only is centered in love. 
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Recitative. 



LOVE, WINE, AND MUSIC- 
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Since Lore fuch ei - u - cy can * give. And men from Wine fiich joys re - ceive ; Since MuGc can iin - part fuch vaft de - light ; They 
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eanhot, fure, be meant for diffVciit ends: No longer, then, as rivals, but as friends, Let Love, aod Wine, and Mufic, all u-nite. 

AIR. 
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Yourfelves you deceives We're taught to believe, By the fong, that the gods once of Mufic and Wine In heav'n were raving, In- 



p^SH^ii^ApfesiggiS 



heav'n were raving, Dif-puting and braving, Whofc theme was the no-bleft, and trade moft di . vine, Whofe theme was the no - blcft, and 



Ig^i 



trade moft divine 

Your Mufic, fay a Bacchus* 

Would Run us and rack us, 
Did CI ate t not foftcn the difcord you make ; 

Songs are not inviting, 

Nor verfes delighting, 
Till poets of my great influence partake. 



Sajs Phctbui, this fellow 

Is drunk, fure, or mellow, 
To pralfe Mufic lefs than his Wine or October ; 

But thofe, xvho love drinking, 

Are void of all thinking, 
Nay have not the wifdom to keep thcmfelves fober. 



Thus, as they were wraogling, 

Difpuung and jangling, 
Says Venus, This ftrife fball be eoded by me; 

Wine moft can invite us, 

And Mufic delight us, 
When with mighty Love they, united, agree* 



Tempo Marchia. 
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THE RECRUITING OFFICER; 
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Come, each gallant lad, who'll for plea - Aire quit, care, To the drum, to the drum, to the drum-head, with fpi - rit, re- 
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pair. 



Each re -emit here takes his glafs, Each young fol - dier with his lafs. When the drum beats ta - too, when the 



FHrrB^JUisit-Lii 



drum beats ta » too f re 



tires, the fwect night to pals* 



Each night, gaily, lads, thus we merrily wafte. 
Till the drum, till the drum, till the drum, tells us it is paft % 
t Piquets arms at dawn now fhine. 
Each drum ruffs it down the line* 
Hark I the drum beats Reveille, hark the drum beats Reveille, 
Saluting the day divine. 



But hark yonder Ihot, fee that ftandard alarms, 
Now the drum, now the drum, now the drum beats loud toirrns ! 
. Kill'd and wounded, how they lie 1 
Helter flcelter, fee them fly I 
Then the drum beats Retreat, then the drum beats Retreat, 
And we fire the Feu-de-joie. 



. ' Now over the bottle our valour we boaft, 

While the drum, while the drum, while the drum, beats a roll ev*ry toafij 
For old England now huzza? 
There well-doing, love, dance, and play ; 
And the drum we'll unbrace, and the drum we'll unbrace, 
Till a war again call us away* 
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ODDITIES. 
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T h *' 9t.?iir$e*.*e* ?"! &? **?5 °f %*Eft W>* F* y^' ?g«<:» that I dare io engages Though per -h»p» you may fay I'm 
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in the wrong roa^ f Yet ftjU I'll declare t*ye, , tjui> mighty .odd, That's mighty odd, that's mighty odd, Yet ffiU 1*11 declare t*ye 



that's mighty odd. 



Our teachers preach virtoe to all hearers rouod, 
And honefty is the bell policy found ; " 
But nott>ne believes them* not even the plod ; 
*Tis ftrange, Sir; to roe» — but'tisftill mighty odd. 

In wedlock, to day, a young couple fliall join, 
Who fwear to be true, with each other combine ; 
Should it happen For life, when in Hymen's abode, 
A circumftance, fure, that would be very odd. . 



Suppofe a man ^ved to one wife anq* difcreet, 
Who's virtuous, and fair too, and void of deceit ; 
Shou*d the coxcomb grow jealous, think horns on hisnod,— 
Tis a thing very common— but yet mighty odd* 

The virgins of fifteen, who drefs fine and gay, a» 

To tempt the young fellows, that come in their way, 
Though willing, when aik'd, (back'd by Cupid their god,) 
They faintly deny ;rris*nt that mighty odd ? 



Io a coach there** an oddity oft to be fceo, 
And without are more oddities oft than within | 
That Tro sn odd fellow appears very plain. 
When thua I fo oddly, 'fir, finifli my drain. 



THE CAUTIONi 
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The lafs that would know how to manage a mao, Let her liften and learn it from me : His courage to quail, or his 
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heart to* trepao, As the time and oe-ca- lions a-gree, agree, As the time and oc-cafioos 

1 



grce. 



The girl that has beaoty, tho* fmall be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown, or the beau ;■ 

The rake may repel, or may draw In the cit 
By the ufe of that pretty word— No* 

i 

When a dofe is cootrivM to lay virtue afleep, 

A preient, a treat, or a ball; - 
She ihll muft refufe, if her empire flie'd keep. 

And No, be; her anfwer to alh- 



When the powder'd toupees in crouds round her chat,. 

Each ftnving his paffion to fhew y 
With kifs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 

Let her" anfwer be ft ill No, qo, no. 

a 

But when Mailer Dapperwit offers his hand, 

Her partner in wedlock to go ; 
A houfe, and a coach, and a jointure id land* 

She's an ideot, if then Jhe fays No. 



Whene'er flieV, attack'd by a-yomh full of charms^ 
WKofc covrtfhip proclaims him a man ; 

When prefs'd to his bofom, and clafp*d in his arm*, 
Then let her fey No, if fltecan. 
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FOLLY WILLIS. 
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At - tend ye c * ver tune . ful fwains that ' in 'me - lo - dious luU Hng ftrama of Cloe fing or^ Philih, 
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Tho* weak my Dull, tho* rude my verfe^ a braid inc not whilft I re-heaife, the charms of Pol - iy Willi*, 



Tho* languid f and poor in'thooght, 
No fimile Ihall here be hrought 

From rofei, pinks and Hlies, 
Some meaner beauties they may hit. 
But fure no fimile can fit, 

The charms of Polly Willis. 

A fimile to match her hair, 

Her lovely forehead high and fair; 

Beyond my greateft flcill is, 
How then, ye Gods ! can be exprefs'd, 
The eyes, the lips, the heaving breaft, 

Of charming Polly Willis, 



She's not like Venus on the flood, 
Nor as file once on Ida flood, 

Nor mortal Amariliis ; 
Frame sll that's lovely, bright, and fair, ' 
Ofpleafing fliapc, and killing air, 

And that b Polly Willis. 

Tho* time her charms may wear away, 
All heauty mult in time decay, 

Yet in her power there ftill is, 
Ajcharm which ftiall for life endure, 
I mean the fpotlefs mind, and pure, 

Of charming Polly Willis, 



ANGELIC FAIR: 
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An - ge - he fair, beneath yon pice. On graf - (y "Verdure, let's re - ciine, And like the moro be gay, Aad life the morn 
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ra fmileaoafpring; See how the larks a - rife and fiog, To hail the an - fant day, To 
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hail 



the infaot day. 



Mufic ihall wake the morn j the day 
Shall roll unheeded, as we play 

In wiles impelled by love : 
When weary, we will deign co reft. 
Alternate on each other's breail, 

While Cupid guards the grove* 



What prince can boaft more hsppinefi 
Than I, poflefling thee, pofTefs ; 

All care is banilh'd hence : 
Say, mortals* who our deeds defpife, 
In what fuperior pleafure lies* 

Thaa love and innocence ! 
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THE 3 O N NY SCOT. 
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Ye galea that gent - \y . wave th7 fea, And pleafe the can - ny boat - man, Bear me frae henee, nr bring to me My 
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brave, my. bon-ny, Scot-man* * 'In ha - ly bands We joiu'd our hands, Yet may not this dif - - co - ver'; While 
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parents rate a large e - ftate,- Be - fore a faith - ful lo - ver« 



But I loor chafe in highland glcns> 
To herd the kid and goat— man, 
Ere I could far ficrk little ends, 
Kefnfe niy bonny Scot— man. 
Wac worth the man 
Wha firft began 
The bafc ungenerous fafliion, 
Frae-greedy views, 
Love's art co ufe, 
While (tranger to its paffioni 



Frae foreign fields* my lovely youthj 

Hafle to thy lunging laflie, 
Wha pants to prefsthy bawny mouth, 
And in her bofom haw fee thee, , 

Love gi*ea the word, 

Then hafle on board, 
Fair winds* and tenty boat— man : 

Waft n*er, waft o'er, 

Frae yonder more, 
My Wythe, my bonny, Scot— man. 
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THE SEASON. OF. LOVE . 

A new Song Compofed by Mr. Bufby 
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f" In fpnng; my dear Shepherds, vot 
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K wty.dear Shepherds, your 
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flowrets are rav. thev Kr^nfh«* ail 4u^*. r*^ A **+~ -■-* <n *• n. r « • »- * ' -I ■ _••_ 



fWreK.re *»* «y »"■«« all their fweets in the funfh.ne fr May.' In fprin B ,in fprfn^.n ft 
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Shepherds, your flow rets are ^ay; s y 
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They breathe all their fwects - 
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THE SEASON- OF'LOVE . 
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hrenthe nil their fweets in the funfliine of May. $¥ 
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"Winter of life "is like' that of the yean The Winter of life _ _ 
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THE SEASON OF LOVE . 
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The Vin * ter of life is like that of the year 
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The Lark and the Linnets that chairnt o'er the plains. 
All, all are in love while the fnmmer remains; 
Their fweethearts in Autumn no longer are dear 1 
T*ie Winter of life is like that of the year . 

The feafon of love is when youths in its prime* 

Ye Nymphs and ye Swains , ne'er ne fi lect the fweet time * 

The froft of old age will too quickly appear; 

The Winter of life is like that of the year . 
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BRING ME,FLOVRS. 
Melody hy a Correfpondent; Symphony and Bafs by Mr. Bufby, 
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Allegretto 
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Bring me 
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FlowYs and bring; me Vine, Boy at -tend thy M afters call; ronnd my hrows let Myrtles twine, at my 
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feet let Rofes fall.. Breathe in fofteft , notes the Flute, form 'the Song and found the Lute; let thy 
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gentler accents . * flow, as the whifpYing Zephyrs blow, Sy 
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'Sorrow wonld annoy my heart, 
>But I hate Wi baneful fting; 
Joy fliail chace the rapid dart, 
rf will laugh, And I will fing* 
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FLUTE. 



''What avails the down -caft eye ? 
What avails the tear, the figh ? 
Why fhould grief obftruft our \vay» 
When we live but for a day I 
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O WELCOME; MY LOVE1 A New Sokv. 



Compofed by P. Gardiner. 




Siciliana 
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O, Welcome, my Love .' how welcome to me, Is evVy oc • ca - lion of meeting with Thee, But when Thou art abfept fo 
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joy-Iefs am I, That J can Zo i"i6thii5g but fcca - Vi -.Jy fgh 
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O WELCOME, MY LOVEr 
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oft'ner I view Thee, the more I approve The choice I have made, and am fixt in my love; For merit like your** more ' 
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brighter is fhown, And more muft be valu'd the more it is known* 
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To live in a cot with Thee I could chufe," 
And crowns for thy fake I would gladly rerufe j 
Not all the vail treafure of wealthy Pero, 
To me w^rc of value, if bajjift'd from you : 



All my ambition tc? Thee is confm'd, 
Heaven grants all my wifhes, if Sylvia prove kind >- 
Be Thou but con ft ant, and happier Til be> * 
Than if plac'd on a throne, to rei^n without Thee. 
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FLUTE. 
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SkHiana, 
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My hearts my own, my will is free, And 
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fo fhall be my voice, No mortal man mail wed with me, Till firft he's made mr choice 
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Let parents rule, cry 
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Natures Law, And children ftill . bey; And is there then 
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where I will, my conftant heart Mull with my charmer flay 



muft with my charmer flay. 
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Virgins arc like the fair 
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VIRGINS ARE LIKE. 
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Which, in the garden, c . namek the grounds Nor it the fee* in play, 



r 1 - . , _a~ ' v '* 



flat - ter and clufter, And gaudy butter . flic* fro - lie 
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How happy cou'd I be wilh cither, Were t'other dear charmer a - way! But while you thus teazc me to- gether, To neither a 
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The wanton god who 
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pierces heart*, Dips in gall his pointed darts; But the nymph difdains to pine, Who baths the wound with rofy wine, Ro - fy wine, 
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ro - fy wine, Who bathes the wound with ro - fy wine. 
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farcAvel lovers when they're -do/d, K I am fcorn'd becaufe enjoy'd, Sure the fqueamifli fops are free To rid- me of dull eom-pa-ny, 1 




Sure they're free, Sure they're free, To rid me of dull com - pany. 
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They have charms, while mine can plcafe^ 
I Jove them much — but more my cafe ; 
Jealous fears me ne'er mole ft, 
Nor faithlcfs vows (hall break my reft* 
Why ihould they e'er give me painj 
Who to give me joy difdain ? 
-All I aik of mortal man, 
Is to love me while he can. 
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Why Heaves my fond bo - Com, ~ah! what can it 



mean* Why flat - ten my heart which ww once fo fc 
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and trembling whea Daph - ne i." «»? Or, why, when fhe> r 
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ab - Tent,, this 



5 






^ 



for* row and fear? Or, why, when *h?T abfent, this for - row and fear? • 
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WHY HEAVES MY POND BOSOM. 




For ever, merhinlcs, I with wonder could trace, 
;The thoufand foft charm* that cmbeJliih thy face ; 
Each moment J view Thee new beauties I find, 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enflav'd by tby roind.^ 



Untainted with folly, unfully*d by pride. 

There native good-humour, and virtue refide j 

Pray Heaven, that Virtue thy foul mav fupply 

With companion for him, who without Thee inuft die* 
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CATCH for Four Voice!,, 
JCompofed by Dr. Kaifs. 



i- . 



\=Hf^=^ 



=g— r 



r~^ 



-a *m. 



is: 



rzc: 



-O-,- 



gaze, I ligh, and Jan - guifhi 



!i!=£ 



>G, faireft Maid! I own thy powV, I 
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umph in my an - guUh. 
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the fair, So 
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the dear - eft, Jove Thee. 
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How fbft the delights, anS how charming the joy, Where Love and Enjoy - ment each o - ther fup - port ! How 




Let the cy - ni 



cal fool call plea - Aire a toy, Who ne'er fame in the camp had, nor love in the ^ court. Tne 
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O fo kindly the combat each o - ihcr fueceed, Where Ms triumph so die, and a pleafure to bleed > Where 'tu- 



foft the delights, and how charming the joy, Where Love 
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and Eii - joy - ment each o - ther fupport ! 
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Who ne'er fame in the camp had, nor love in the court* 
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triumph to die, and a pleafure to bleed, * 
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and a plea -Aire, a pleafure to .bleed 
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FILL ME A BOWL. Mufic by Coupe. 
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Fill me a bowl, a migh - ty bowl, Large as * my ' ca '• pa-cious foul. 
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V Fill me a bowl, a migh; - ty bowl. Large as my ca 
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pa-cious foul, Vaft as my thirfl is, let k have 
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depth e - nough to be my grave ; 
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I mean the grave of all my 
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'TTLL *ME "A BOWL. 1 MuTic^y Coape. 
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Let it of 
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fil - ver faf - hionM be, Wor-thy of wine, worthy of me; 
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Wor-thy to a-dorn the fpbere* Wor - thy to a-dom the fpheres. As that bright cup, As that bri e ht cap a - 
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nv cx * ca-cious foul. 



mongft the ftars. Fj}\ mc a howl, a migh - ty >vwl. Large as my ca - pa-cious 
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THURSDAY IN THE MORN. 
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Thurfday in- the morn, the nineteenth of May, (Recorded be for e - ver the famous 



ninety - two) Brave RuiTel did difcern, by 



break of day, The Ioftv fails of Franre aAv*^** t« am t— j. . i_<-_ , (< ., „_ 



.break of day, The lofty faib of Fxaace adva D cir* ,o. AH hands » . loft they cry; fc Engli/h courage ihine; Let fly a cul . verine, fee 
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Follow me* VOU (half fW Tt»h *>*- *U„**1V :. _*T,i ^ >*\. 




fig-nal for the Hne, Let cVry man fcp.pl, nia gim , Follow ^ you ^ f(e ^ ^^XTT^l 6o„ b. »Z%ZZ 
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me, you fliall fee That the battle it will foon \k 

Toarville on the main triomphant roll'd 

To meet the gallant Ruflel in combat o'er the deep : 
He led his noble troops of heroes bold 

To fink the Englifh admiral acd his fleet. 

Now ev*ry gallant mind to victory does afpire, 

The bloody fight's begun, thefea is all on fire 1 

And mighty fate food looking on, 

Whilft the flood all with blood 

Fills the ftuppcrs of the riling fun. 



woo< 



Sulphur, fmoatc, and lire, diftorblng the air, 

With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic fliore > 
Their regulated bands flood trembling near 

To fee their lofty ft reamers oow no more t 
At fix o'clock the red rhe fmiling vigors led 
To give the feeond blow— the total overthrow. 
Now death and horror equal reign J 
Now they cry, Run or die I 
SritiJh colours ride the vanquifh'd main I 



( 9° ) 

S«, they Ay, amaiM, o*er rocks and fandi ! 

One danger they grafp to fliun a greater fate: 
In vain they cryM for aid to weeping lands, 

The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their loft eftate. 
For evermore adieu, thoa tver-dazfcling Sun I 
From thy untimely eod thy mailer's fate begun! 
Enough, thou mighty god of warl 
Now we fing, Blefsthe king, 
Let us drink to evVy Englifti tax \ 



WHEN LOVELY WOMA& <* 
From Goldsmith's Vicar cf WakefitU. 
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When lovely wo 



- man Hoops to fol - ly, And finds, too late, that men be - tray, What charm can 
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forth "hcT me - Un * cho-ly* What ait can waft her guilt 

The only art, her guilt to cover, 
To hide her fliame from ev'ry eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bofom— is to die ! 
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WHAT IS THERE. 
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What is there in this foolifli life, For which we vainly hope, That mortal wights can eall their own! Riches are on a .- 
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fudden flora), 



And ev'n our wives e 



lope. 



We cannot find that fought-for Hone, 

Nor yet life's grand elixir : 
Seauty is frail , and, as for fame, 
She's grown fo flippery a dame, 

No foul on earth can fix. her* 

Heahh is unwilling long to {lay* 
And quacks themfcly,csgrow fick : 

Honours but fmall dillinfiions make; 

What odds, when footmen driok and rake; 
And nobfoe rtoi a lick i 



Some tell you, wife and virtuous fouls 

Kave rh* only certain good ; 
But, fpite of philofophic rules, 
Old age and crolTes make us fools, 
Temptations make us lewd. 

Nay, when thou feeft the blulhing wine 

Red fpirkling in thy hand, 
Thou'h thick, at leaft, this liquor's mine, 
Though all the envious powers combine, 

Yet this 1 dare command* 



But ah! a-thtafend things fall out 

Betwixt the lip and cup ; 
With caution put the glais about,. 
The coming pledge hangs ftill in doubt, 

'Till you have drank it up. 

But when, delicious through the throat* 

We feci the ft ream run down, ■ 
We've found the mighty thing we fought : 
That's our'i indeed j that that dear draught 
We juftly call our own. 
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bid me, when forty winters. 
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Bid me, when for-ty winters more Have fur • row'd deep my pal- lid brow j When from my head, a fcan - ty ftore. 




Lankly the wither'd trefles flow; When the warm tide, that, bold and ftrong, Now rolls im - pe-tuous on and free, Languid and fluw, fcarce 
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fteals a - long; Then bid me court fo - bri - c • ty, Then bid me court fo - bri - c -ty. 



Nature, who form'd the varied fecne 

Of rage and calm, of froft and fire. 
Unerring guide, could only mean 

That age mould reafon, youth defire. 
Shall then, that rebel mao prefume, 

Inverted nature** law to feize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 

And join impofiibilities ? 

And join impoffibilitici f 



Let me wafte the frolic May 
In wanton joy and wild excefs j. 

In revel fport and laughter gay t 
And mirth androfy cheerfulnefs* 

Woman, the foul of all delights, 
And wine, the aid of love be near} 

All charms me that to joy incites, 
And ev*ry ihe that's kiod is fair, 
And cv'ry mc that's kind ii fair* 



O TRUE CONTENT I 
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O true Con -tent! fe - cure from harms I What's all the world with - out thy charms* Which ftill al -" 
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lure to reft ? ComparM there - with, all earth - \y joys Arc emp - ty, fad - ing, tri - fling, toys ; In 
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Thee man - kind are bleft. 



Bereft of thee, not monarch* have 
Such pleafure as the meaneft flave 

To whom thou gi/ft relief; 
Thee fubjefts fhew profound refpeft, 
Nor duty wilfully nefilett ; 

Thy abfence caufes grief* * 



But where thou reign'ft there's folid peace, 
Through thee* true virtue does increafe j 

Thy countenance expels 
The gloomy profpefts of defpair* 
It diffipates the flavifh fear, 
, With whom foe*er it dwell** 



Come then, thou pJeafing beauty bright* 
Refide with me both day and night* 

Difplay thy lovely charms ; , 
Be thou diffusM within my brcaft, 
And let me ft ill fecurely rcil 

Enfolded in thy armi I 



SCOTCH SONG, 
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The bride came in from 'the barn, And foe was dighting her checks 



blankets nor fliects? I have 



xr ^ * . Jl _. an.- uj.. *w hu a* thincs to bor-row, Has e'en right muckle to 



P~r 



neither blanket* nor flieets; 1 want a co 
Chorus. 



verinTtoo: The bride, that has a' things to bor-row, H« e'en right muckle to do. 



^,,.^ a^ .. Marry%Xoo'd 57** w not ihe v. - , 7 wee) of That «. woo'd and »«, d and a. 



Then firft fpakeup the bride's mother ; 

The de'il ftick a this pride, 
I had not a plack in my pocket 

The day I was made a bride. 
My gown was luifie-wiofie, 

And nevcrafark at a. 
And you have gowns and bufltws 

Mort ihao aae or twa. 

Woo'd and married, Jcc« 



Then fpake the bride's father, 

As he came in fr« the plough, 
Ha'd your tongue, my daughter, 

And ye'fe get gear enough. * 
The flirk that gangs on the tether, 

And our braw-baflen'd yade, 
To lead your corn in harveil, 
► What wad )£liac mair, ye jade ? 

Woo'd and nurricd, &c. 



What is the matter? qoo* Donald, 

Though we be fcarce o' claiths, 
We'll creep thcclofer together, 

And iley away the flacs. 
The fummer is coming on, 

And uc'Jl get pucklfs of woo, 
We'll feealaisof ourain, " , 

And flie'll Ipin blanket* enough, ^ 

WooM and manied, Ac. 
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95 



^ [ . I - * — m — J..1 J J J— UJl 



f*=? 



# — p- 



3 



I 



St. Pattick wis an honeft foul, No Saint did c - vcr look to big, No fin - ner of the flowing bowl So hearty ever 
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took » fwig. Och ! vvhifcy rare, fa loog he'd fwill, As. Dnblia could a glafj afford. Of love too th'old boy took his £11, None_ 
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io an I - rid lifs ador*d. 



But t reft his foul ! he is no more, 

Since Deafh, that /*«/; has feizM him fall ; 
No toping boy on th* Irifh fhore, 

So merry ever breaih'd his U ft ; 
The tribute to dear Pat we'll give* 

Of tears that fill the merry bowl, 
Tho* dead, his name fhall ever live 

In hoocft Paddy's very foul* 



Comci boys, and fill yom bumpers up, 
We'll have no cares or farrow near j 
To-dsry we'll drown in t'other cup, 
a, And never for to -morrow fear : 
Tis what our patron did of old, 

Who fpent his days in glee and fan, 
We'll toaft Sf. Patrick now he's cold, 
And drink <nd love at he has done. 
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I*HEED NOT, WHILST LIFE'*. 




Vivace. I J,«d nor, while life's on the wing, What fate, 



*, or what fortuoe, may bring, Nor think or of care, -or ' of 



Tor-row, Nor 
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ihink or of care, or of for - row : Would you know why fo happy «d 



I've liv'd. mv r^^iZ 
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gay I vc liv'd, my companions, to - day, And will 
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waHc not a thought on to - mor - row, Will waftc not a thought on to - mor-row* 



What pleafures already are flown, 

The joys my fond heart might have known; 

I could not repeat without forrow; 
When eagerly brimm'd, the briik wine, 
When love, half con fen cing, was mice, 

A whifper came, Stay till to-morrow; 



HI Jive, for I'm wifer at laft j 
The prefent will pay for the paft, 

No moment of future 1*11 borrow, 
The cheat now I fairly defcry ; 
On to day you mult only rely, 

Look not lor a friend in to-morrow* 



Til catch ev'ry fwifc-Aymg hour, 
I'll tafte ey'ry joy in my pow'r, 

And teach you to fmi!e away forrow ) 
If Love now bids Beauty be kind, 
If youVe nectar to gladden your mind, 

Have nothing to do with to -morrow* 
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A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONG. 

The Words by Capt. Momus. 
The Mufie by Mr. Busby. 
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fpirita are mounting, m y heart's full of glee, Sweet Hope, like a rofe, on my bumper I fee; My cares «e ' all coWd whh 
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A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONG. 
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joy as they pafs. And my foul is all funfhine when light by my %hfs 
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way from my view fly the world and its ftrife, The banquet of Fancy's the feat of my life; All Love's melting e - ner - gies 
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melt in my foul, And the fountain of blifs is let loofe in my bowl, And the fountain of blifs is let loofe in my bowl, And the 
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fountain of blifs is let loofc in my bowl/ And the fountain of blifs is Jet loofe in my bowl 
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You aflc why T drink I and my reafon is plain, 
To gild with bright colours life's picture again ; 
From the cold tract of care my warm heart to removed 
And revel tranfported with Nature and Love. 
The fairer I fill to the fairer I tliink, 
Mine j s not a clay that grows muddy with drink ; 
The bubbles that rife, in gny colours are dreir, 
And Love, the fofrfeiiment, lies at my bacart. 



My fpjritsrin burfts of wild fympathy dart, 

And Friend fhip's kind current flows pure from my heart ; 

An ardour fo focial ennobles each thought. 

And I curfe the cold maxims dame Prudence has taught. 

Then give me, great gods ! but a friend with my wine* 

Whofc heart has been heated and foften'd like mine; 

In focial eifufion we'll cheriih each foul, 

And fliare the w/j magic that lies in our bowl. 
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A New Song. 



By J. D. 



The Melody regulated* and the Bafs and Symphony added, by Mr. Busbt. 
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The trumpet refounds from t - - far The clangor of arm* to pro- 
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THE SOLDIER'i DEPARTURE." 
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Brave Mara calls his foldiers to war, To laurels of honour and fame; The drum fummons loud to the 



claim, Brave Mars calls his foldiers to war, To laurels of hor 



mutz* 
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field, And love ' to my fnr fummons too, 



But fondnefs to glory ' mull yield, 



Your 
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foHier muft part from hia ! - Sue; 
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But fondnefs to glo - iy muft yield, Your Soldier muft part from his 
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In daughter and battle's alarms, 

For vengeance when pants ev'ry heart, 
When the hero fwift ru flies to arms, 

To encounter the death -pointed dart ; 
'Midft blood flied that purples the ground, 

With. carnage and horror in view, 
Tho* fmarting snd deep be his wound, 

Your Soldier Hull think on his Sue. 



Should Fate doom your Soldier to fall, 

With pleafure he finks to the grave. 
Of death ne'er repine at the call, 

Nor weep for the lofs of the brave ; 
But if for his country and king 

Death fpares him to venture a-new, 
A lover's impatience fliall wing ■ 

Your Soldier's return, to his Sue. 



Then don't be faint-heated, my deaH 

Nor fall to dull forrow a prey, 
Let Hope wipe away ev'ry tear, 

That darts when your Soldier's away ; 
Return 'd from the perils of war, 

With heart ever con ft ant and true, 
He'd forget ev'ry danger and fear, 

When blciTcd in the arms of his Sue. 
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WHAT SHEPHERD OR NYMPH, 
* A Pafloral Song. 

* The Mufic by Mr. Battishuu 
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hat Jhepherd or nymph of the grove, Can blame me for dropping a tear i Or la - menting aloud as I 
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rove, Sjnce Sil - via no longer is * here ! My floclci if at random they ftray, What wonda 



wonder fince lhe*s from the 
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plains ; Her hand they were wont to - bey. She 
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rul\i both the IScep and the fwains, 
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fheep 'and the fwains* 
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Can I ever forget how I ftray*d^ 

To the foot of yon neighbouring hill ; 

To the bow*r we had built in the Jhade, 

* Or the river that runs by the mill! 

There fweet by my fide as fhe lay, 
And heard the fond (lories I told, 

How fweet was the thrufh from the foray. 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold ! 



She was all my fond wifhes could afe,. 

She h*d all the kind gods could impart, 
She was Nature's moft beautiful taflt, 

The defpair and the envy of art ; 
There all that is worthy to prize, 

In all that is lovely- is dreit, 
For the Graces were throng'd in her eyes, 

And the Virtues all lodg'd in her brealL 
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£ET TLEASUKE GO ROUND. ' 
_ -Compofed by Mr. Satis. 
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round, let us laugh and fmg, let us laugh aod fing, boys ! Let humour a - bound, and joy £11 the day; If forrow 
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trudc, drive it out a -* gain, drive ^ it put a - gain, boys \ If by griefs we're purfu'd, let us driok them a - way. 
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art can .fuch .-virtue im - part, For railing the fpirits and , cheering the -heart. 
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THE DECISION. 

Compofed by Dr. Boyce. 
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Florio, wildeft of his (ex (Who fore the verieft faint woiiM vex). From fair to fair is ranging, From ''fair to fair is 
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ranging ; 
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Yet, tho* abroad the wanton roam, Whene'er he deigns to Hay at home. He's tinder for his changing, He's 
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Tho* fomething to each eh arming fhe* 

In thoughdefs prodigality, 

He's granting, ftill and granting ; 
To Phil! is that, to Cloe this, 
And ev*ry Madam, ev'ry Mifs, 

Yet I find nothing wanting. 



'If bafelylhisuMdifpIeafe, 
Tempeiluous as tV autumnal- fcajp 
He foams and rages ever ; 
But when he ceafes from his ire, 
I cry, Such fpirit, and fuch fire, 
Is furely wond'roua clever ! 



I ne'er want reaibn to complain— 

But fweet is pleafure after pain p 

And ev*ry joy grows greater ; 

Then trull met damfcls, whilft I tell* 
I fliou'd not like him half fo well, 

.If I could make him better. 
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WHEN FORCD FROM DEAR HEBE. Compofed by Dr. Arne. 
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When forced' from dear' Hebe to go, What anguHh I felt at in/ hem7 And I 
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thought, bat it might not be fo, She was for-ry to fee me de - part j She caft fuch a laoguMiing view, My path I cou'd 
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fcarcely dif - cern, fo fweetly flie bade me a - dieu, 
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I thought that flie bade me re - turn, I thought that (he 
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WHEN* FORCD- FROM, DEAR HEBE. 
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bade mc re - turn. 
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Mtthinlufhe might lite to. retire, _ 

To the grove I had Iaboor*d*to re*r f 
For whatever I- heard- her admire, 

I halted* and planted it there; 
Her voice fuch * pleaftire convey 

So much I her accenis adore, 
Let-her fpe*k, atjd whatever flic, fayi, 

Vol fur* Hilt to Ibye hen th& more. 
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Fve Hole from no fW'rets that grow, 

To paint the dear charms I- approve, 
Foe. what qui a.b!oJTom, bellow, 

So Tweet, fo delightful* as love!- * 
I fog, in a ruflical w ( ay; 

A fhepherd, and one of the throng. 
Yet Hebe approve* of my lay, 

Go, poets*, and envy my fong* 
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.THE PRAYER OF THE SICILIAN MARINERS'. 
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An cfteemed Duit. 
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• LOVEfY, YET UNGRATEFUL, SWAIN. 



Compofed by John Christ! ah Bach. 
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Since you play*d 
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LOVELY, YET UNGRATEFUL^ SWAIN* 
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de - ceivM. - Strive not to re - jain a heart, 



True in love and 
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firm in pain, Whilft (tho* death ihould teach the art) 
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Can, when flighted, flight a - gain 
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HOW PLEAS'D* WITHIN MV NATIVE BOWRS, 
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Wordi by Shins to he. 

The 'Mufic by Doflor Arnold, 
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Hew pleas'd with 
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- tive bow'rs, Ere while, Ere while, I paft'd the day, VVai 
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HOW PLEAS'D WITHIN MY NATIVE BOWRS. 
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But now, when urg'd by tender woes, 

I fpeed to meet my dear ; 
That liil! and ftream my 7eal oppoie t 

And flop my fond career, 



No more, finee Diphne was my theme. 
Their wonted charms I fee ; 

That verdant hill, and filver ftreim, 
Divide my love and me,- 
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Compofed by Dr, AukI* 




mm^ mmm^ 



333 



#$ 



Andante. 






« ~yi^ 



rt r i r,f ir fnt f^f f 



i ^£§ 



i r 'rj. f 



§=*=lFHEg3 g 



-^ 



5=3 



s 



f-T" 




^^W^F J 




BEB 



^ 



t*c 



sc 



$ 



M 



E± 



^ 



When your beau - ty ap - pears in its 



IS 






iii tefagf 



graces and airs, All ' bright as an angel new dropped from the ikies. 
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But when, without art, your kind thoughts you imparl 
When your love runs in blufhes thro* every vein, 

When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your heart # 
Then I know you're a woman, a woman agaia« 



There*s a paffiou and pride in our fer, (fhe rep] fd J 
. And thus, might I gratify both, I would do j 
An angel appear to each lover beBde, 
Sue (till be a woman, a woman to you* 
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ON ANACREON. (A Round for Three Voices) 

Compofcd by Dr. Hayes. 
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This tomb be thine, A - na.cre-on, all. a . roun d lit i - vy wreath, 
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And from its earth, enrich'd with • fuch, with fuch a prize, Let wells" 
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of milk, and iUcams of 
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So fliall thine aJhcs yet a plcafure know -' c* /v n *k- "*" , „ 

/ yiwiumc Know - . . - , -, So ihall thine aflic* yet a pleafurc 
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wreath, let flow .. 'rets deck the ground, let flow'rets deck 






the ground ; 




wine, a- rife, Well, of milk, and ftreams of wine, a - rife, of wine a -rife: 
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the (hadea below. 



tl 




MJIJAAIi-E^^yz/y^v/y/w// 7jr 



****.#££. 



^^5<r Prsfterfm •// "VAUXHAI*!*, 



^UaMi t u// f ^ K e t f//rrfA^y7/rZi^/:^y>r r >/f/%72 , 



THE WHEEL OF LIPE. 
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The- wheel of life is turning quickly ircund, And nothing ; in this world of certainty is found : The i mid wife wheals us jn, and 
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Path wheels us out; Good lsckl good .lad 1 hgw things are wheel'd a* bout. 



Some few aloft on- Fortune's wheel do go, 
And as they mount up high, the others tumble low : 
For this we all agree, that Fate at firft did will 
That this great wheel fliould never one ftand ftill* 



•Some turn to this, -fome. to that, -and- ev'ry way f 
And cheat and fcrape for what can't purchafe one poor day : 
But, this is far below the 'gen'rous- hearted man, 
Who lives* and makes the moil of life he can. 



The courtier tnrns f to gain his private ends, 
'Till he's fo giddy grown, he quite forgets hii friends : 
Profpcrity oft- times deceives the proud and vain, 
And wheels fo faft s it turns them out again. 



And thus we're wheel'd about in life's fhort farce, 
■ ♦Till we at la ft are wheel'd off in a rumbling hearfe : 
The Mid-wife wheels us in, and Death wheels us out. 
Good lack ! good lack 1 how things are whccTd about* 
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THE INSENSIBLE; 



Written by a Ladt» 
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Strephoa h*th fafhion, wit, and youth, With all things clfc thit pleafe; He nothing wants but love and 
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truth, To iu - ia me with cafe. But he U flint, and bear* the art to kin - die fierce de - fire, Whofe 
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powV ta - flames • * no «■ tht/§ heart, And he ne'er feels the fire. 



Oh how it does my foul perplex, 

When I his charms recall ; 
To think he ihould defpife the fex, 

Or, what's worfe, love them all* 
So that my heart, like Noah's dove a 

In vain has fought for reft; 
Finding no hopes to Ex my love, 

JUtuini into my breaft. 
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FROM SWEET BEWITCHING TRICKS. 
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p„»'f^. I*.**, «*k. of te. r » 8 «... y<». tou *.««, W *» .£ p.*. of tafc^rw, Li > 



^S= Jj-« — ' V* ^ ^ Wifdom'i glifs. Nor truft the • naked . 

' dotage pre . mature, In do - tage pre - tna - tare. **«* * 



'v; — ' 1^ ___ *. rrn.* k1i«^ flrinlr manv A fly* 



eye . Gallant,, beware, loTh lharp, take care; The blind drink many . fly. The blind drink many a fly 



Not only on their hind* ind necks 
The borrowM white you'll find ; 

Some belies, when imereft dircfls* 
Cm even paint the mind* 

Joy in diftrets they can exprefs ; 
Their very tear* can lie: 

Gallants* &C 



There'* tv'ry fpinfter in the realm 
Knows how mankind to cheat. 

Down to the cottage from the helm. 
The leara'd, the brave, the great; 

With lovely looks and goldeo hook* , 
T' intangk u* they try : 

Gallant*, &C* 



Could we with ink the ocean fill. 

Were earth of parchment made, 
Were ev'ry fingle flick a quill, 

Each man a fcribe by trade, 
To write the tricks of half the fex 

Would fuck that ocean dry: 

Gallants* frc 
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WHEN THE FLOWING BOWL. 



Allegro* 
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When the flowing bow! I V.c, Bright- !y falling to the e 7 e, Then my Wt ex - ul« with 




glee I 
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Who fo happy then.'., II Then" * r heart ex-.lt, w «h glee! Who fo hap -'p 7 
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then as. I? 



^Mirth and friendflup both unite, 

Love attends the pleafing toaft ; 
Monarchs envy fuch delight, 
Monarchs have not fuch to'boait. 
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Fill again the necWd bowl, 
Nobly riling to the fight ; 

Let me feaft my raptur*d foul 
Now with joy and true delight! 



AWAKE, YE DROWSY SWAINS. 
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A • ivake, ye drowfy fwaiw, awake, Be - hold- the beauteous morning - break,' Au - ro - ra'a 



man • tie 
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grey appears, And harmo -ay fc - lute* the cars. 



The lark has iWd a wond'rous height, 
And, warbling, wings her airy flight ; 
The birds, foft. brooding o'er their nefts, 
Inftrucl their young from tuneful breafts. 



A thoufand beauties fill the plains ; 
Each twig affords melodious Grains; 
Thro* eyVy eaftem tree, and bufh, 
The virgin -day appears to bluflu 



Already Damon with his crook 
Attends his flock atyonder brook; 
Trie charming Cloe's by his fide, 
Of all the nymphj the fliephcrd's pride* 



Unhappy Ouggards in their beds, 
With parched throats, and aching heads, 
Have flint out day, and all itj biifs, 
To revd in a {trumpet'* kih ; 



« While rural fwains enjoy the morn. 
And laugh atev'ry courtier** fcorn. 
Nor envy their voluptuous way j 
But, while they flccp, enjoy the day* 
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■' YE LADS OF TRUE SPIRIT. 
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Ye fad, of true fpirrt, „ courdhip to- cUret, B(Wd fa» d* trouble, .f thinking. A fool long a -go ftid w. 



3 T-* , .Z 



§£=£ 



i 



^ 



FFPff^frfff^ ^^^ 



nothi g could kaow; The felWknew nothing of drinking. To pore over Plato, or P »ai<e with Cm. Dif- pdB«« dunce, »«hl 
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make ui: Bat men, now mo* wife/ftlMc - .1 . d dc . fpife, And live by the klBmt of Bacchus. 



Big-wigM, in fine coach, fee the doctor approach ; 

He folemnly up the flairs paces ; 
Looks grave— fmells his cane — applies finger to vein, 

And counts the repeat with grimaces. 
As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at (land— 

A tofc up -which party mall take us. 
Away with fuch cant— no prcfeription we want 

But the nourifhrog noilrum of Bacchus. 

What work is there made, by the newfpapcr-trade, 

Of this man's and t'other man's ftation ! 
The ins are all had, and the outs are all made j 

In and out is the cry of the nation. 
The politic patter which both parties chatter 

From bumpering freely (han't make us: 
With half-pints in hand, independent we'll ftand 

To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 



We jollify join in the practice of wine, ^ 

While mifers 'midft plenty are pining ; 
While ladies are fcorning, and lovers are mourning, 

We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining. 
Drink, drink, now 'tis prime ; toft a bottle to Time, 

He'll not make fuch hafte to o'ertake us ; 
His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement* 

By the llyptical balfam of Bacchus. 

Be your motions wcll-tim'd ; be all charged and all primM i 

< Have a care— right and left — and make ready. 
Right hand to glafs join— at your lips reit your wine ; 

Be all in your exereife fteady. 
Our revels we boaft when our women we toaft ; 

May gracioofty they undertake us! 
No more we defire— fo drink and give fire, 

A volley w beauty and Bacchus I 



A SCOTCH SONG. 
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The .collier has a daughter, And, oh! file's wond'rons bonny, A laird he was that fought her, Baith rich in land aod money. 
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Th« tu- tors watch'd the motion Of this young honeft lover j Bat Love w like the o-cean: Wha can its depth difco-verl 



He had the art to pleafe yti 

And was by a'refpecled j 
His airs fat round him eafy, 

Genteel, but urja&ecled* 
The collier bonny liflie, 

Fair as the new-blown lillie," 
Ay fweet and never iaucy, 

Secur*d the heart of Will/. 



He lov*d beyond exprefiion 

* The charms that were about beri 
Aod panted for pofleflion. 

His life was dull without her. 
After mature refolving, 

Clofe to his breaft he held her, . 
In fafteft flames diflblving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her j 



My bonny collier's daughter, 

Let nathing difcompofe ye, 
.TTis oo your Icanry tocher 

Shall ever gar me lofe ye : 
For I have gear io plenty, 

And Love fays* \U my duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me> 

Upon your wit and beauty. 



■—- — 



mm 



■■ 



tat 



HOW OFT WITH RAPTORE. 
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How oft with npturc have I try*d, And all my wit and art apply *d If wit or art's with 



in me; How 
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oft invok'd the mufes nine I Yet not a ftanxa, not a line! Why fure the deuce is in me! 



Should I my charmers form compare 
To Venus, goddefs of the fair, 

'Twere all in idle tale : 
Or, mould I draw a fcene of flight 
And fiy the moon's not half fo bright. 

The compliment's btt fate. 



Come then, ye mnfes, ev*ry one," 
Aflift your fupplkating fon, 

And elevate my lays ; 
Indulgent to my glad defire, 
Methinks I feel the mufes fire, 

And thus attempt her praife. 



While thos I pl/d the taflc in vain, 
And chofe another diff*rent ft rain 

To celebrate the fair, 
Phcebus, methought, with awful nod, 
Before his trembling vaflal Hood, 

And thus rcbuk'd my care: 



" Shall Teram!nto*s fame and worth* 
Be fcribbled o'er by fons of earth ? 

My bofom glows with ire I 
Prefumptuouj wretch, the taflt difown l 
Suet glorious themes are mine alone ; 

fTuImuftftrikc the lyre! 
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MAY, THE; MOTHER- Of. LOVE* 

The Words by Mr. Cunningham. 

The Mufic, entirely New, compofed by Mr, Busby. 
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virgin, when foften'd * by May, Attends to the vil -" la - gei's vows, The birds fweitly bill on the fpray, And 
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MAY, .THE MOTHER OF LOVE. 
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poplar? cm C brace with their boughs; On I - da bright Venus may reign, A - dor*d for her beau - ty a- 
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bove: Wc fhtpherdi, that live on the plain, Hail May as the mo - ther of love; 



We fhepherds, wc 
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Cicphcrdj, that live oa the plain, Hail -May a* the mo - thcr of love, 



Hail 



May as the 
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MAY, THE MOTHER OF IOVE. 
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mt-- thcr of love. 
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At the we, ft, as it wantonly blows, 
; Fond zephyr careflcs the pi re ; 
■ The bee fteals a kifa from the rofe, 
'. And willow* and woodbiner entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide> 
That border the vernal alcove*, 
Bend downwards to fcils the foft tide; 
-May, May i* mother of love. 



May tinges the butterfly'* wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 
If larks and the fwcet linnets fing, 
Their mafic is taught them by May : 
The flock- dove, reclufe with her matCj 
Conceals her fond blifs in the grove, 
And murmuring feems to repeat, 
May, May \t the mother of love. 



The goddefs will vifit you footf, 
Ve virgins, be fportive and gay ; 
Get your pipes, oh ye (hepberds, in tune-, 
For mufic muft welcome the May : 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind. 
And all his lceen anguith remove, 
Let him tell a foft tale, and he'll find, 
May f May U the mother of love* 
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_. . WINTER,~A* KeW Song/ r 
By Benjamin Meeson, Caldmore, near Wilfall, 
The Melody * regulated, and Bafs ' tnd Symphony 'added, by Mr. Buuv. 
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When Winter robe* the hills and plaini, With fnow they're covert o'er, No more the village 
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nymphs and fiviins Arc jo - cund as be - fore; % 
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. .Then o'er the wide and fpacions plain The north wind cold doth 




WINTER. ' 
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blow. The fliepherds in their cots remain* The ftrcams no Jon - gcr flow. 
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Then flcalting on the frozen fheam 

The art] efs peafants glide, - 
The village youths delighted feem, 

As carelefsly they Aide ; 
Then, feated round the crackling blaie, 

The rutlic*5 rtories hear, 
Of ghoits aod witches with ama"«, 

That ride upon the air* 
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O GIVE ME THAT SOCIAL DELIGHT. 
Compofed by Dr. Howard. 




Allegretto. 
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When Cynthia bedecks, be 
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O GIVE ME THAT SOCIAL DELIGHT. 
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decks the ftill' night, ' Horns, 
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And glances her .fmilts on the eve.; When Cynthia be - decks, be* 
Baffi. 
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decks nhc ftiU night, And glances her /miles on .the eve 
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When -to the -foir meadows -we go, Where ^scace and con -*entment*rc -.tire, Or 
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O GIVE ME THAT SOCIAL DELIGHT. 

Flutcj. 






Flutes 




down' the' finooth current we ' row, In time with the 4»tes t 




the flutes and the 






piift^^^ 



In time ivith the flutes* the flutes and the lyre; In time with the flutes and the lyre 
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By Nature, there pictures are drawn ;' 
How i'wtct is each landfcapc difpos'd ! 

The profpett extendi to the lawn, 
Or by the tall beeches is,clos'd. 



Come, Strephon, attend to the fcene, 
The clouds are all vanifh'd above* 

The objects around are ferenc, 
As modeled to mufic aad lovci 
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THE • BRITISH.. TARS. 
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* How bleft arc we Teamen, how joyful* and 
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gay, To - gether- wc ' fight, . or to - gather" wc * play ; : Our - hearts ' they are ■ fterKng, true - courage wc f#t| We'll 
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THE' BRITISH TARS. ' 
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fight .for our country, end die for her weal: For plenty and freedom we'll range the wide flood, And 
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ByM, Old England, we'll Jhed our laft blood, For plenty and freedom we'll range the wide flood, And for 
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England, Old England, well flied our laft blood; .For England, Old England, we'll flied our laft blood. 
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THE , BRITISH TARS. 
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By Una*, other nations their forces may bpaflt 
Tit we, only we, can protect Britain** eoaft. 
Cur flrong floating caftle , our loud EngliJh guns, 
Shall convince all our fxs we arc Neptune** true ions, 

, For plenty, &c* 



Our Admirali lead* and our flag is let fly J 
Our crofs, like a comer, appears in the fky. 
Portending deft ruction ! our fea-Hon roan ; 
,And hu voice, like loud thunder, break* full on the fliores. 

For plenty, &c* 



' Come, buIUe, my boys ! let ns form the good line ; 
Cooie, cheer up, Old England ; the day flull be thine I 
Huzza, for our country ! huzza for her weal $ 
Wc*U ralic it's renown by the courage we feci. 

For plenty, &c. 
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A NEW CANZONET* 

t * 

By a jcrftly-admircd and rclebrated Compofcr. 
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He makes thy ro - fy 



lips his 
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He in thy fnowy bo - torn ftrays, He makes Thy to - fy lips his 
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care, And walks the mazes of thy hair; Love dwells in ev* - ty outward part, But, ah I he never, 
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A NEW'CANZONET, 
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ah 1 he never. « ah I " - - - he never touch'd thy heart, He never, never touch'd thy heart heart. Hour 



he never touch'd thy heart, He 
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ih f he never, ■ ah I " - 



he never - touch'd thy heart, - He 



never, never touchM thy heart, heart. How 



m 



-m- 



Aft, ^i^jkj^r-f-fE ^S S^E^^^ 



pi 



^ ' T C i '"^ 



J B ^f S Si 



*- 



J> — N 



m 



£ 



*1 



~<*-tr 



-H i diff' 
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outward marks of love arc mine ; 



My brow 



is clouded by p de - fpairj 



And grief. 



£± 



^gfcj^LuyjJ 



*— =- 



Ip^p^j^ 



s 



love 



of love are mine; My brow 



- it cloud 



Ml 



M ^ J'f3 = fcp 



ed by ,de .- fpair, And grief - - -, I*ve*s 



- s *-^ 



i 



j, rrrjj rit^&^m ^ M 




love'i bitter foe, is there, Love** bitter foe is there; 



But deep with - in my glowing foul He 
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ter foe it there, Love's bitter foe is there; 
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But deep with - in my glowing foul He 
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A, NEW CANZONET 
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ind rules, with • out controul. He reigns with -out con - troul. He rules, he rules, he reigns with-, 
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reigns and rules with - out control)!, He reigns with - out con • troul, He rules. 
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A NEW CANZONET. 

Adapted for Two Flutes. 
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Andante. 
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A NEW CANZONET. 
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ADVICE TO THE FATR. 

Compofed by Mr. Smith* 
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At - tend all ye 
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And banifli from Hymen his doubts and his pain* 
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ADVICE TO THE FAIR. 
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When Juno accepted the Cellos' of Love, 

She at Jirft w« but handfome ; then charming became ; 
It taught her with toil) the foft paflions to move, 

To kindle at once, aod to keep up the flame. 



Ye Fair, take the Cellos, and pra&ife its art ; 

The mind unaccomplifh'd, mere features are vaio ; 
Exert your fweet power, you conquer each heart, 

And the Loves, Joys, and Graces, will walk in your train* 
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The ecchoing horn. 

Sung by Mr. TbiGNUM in 'Thomas and "Sally. 
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The cccheing horn calls the fportfmen a- broad, To horfc, my brave.. boys, .and a- 
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wiyt The morning "Is % up, aria the cry of iKe hdiiKfc, Upbraids xrar too tedious de.fcj. -What -jrfeafcre we 
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THE ECCHOING..HORN.. 
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fte!- in " pur-foing the fox, O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 






Then., follow* we*U foon over - talce him, huzza ! The traitor is 
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Chorus. 
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feiz'd on and dies, 



He di« ---------- The traitor is feiz'd on and dies; Then follow we'll fooa over- 
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take him, huz -za ! The traitor is feizM oo and dies 
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Triumphant returning at oight with their fpqi!. 

Like bacehannals ihouting and gay ; 
How Tweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefh, 

And lofe the fatigues of the day 1 
With fport, love, and wine, fickle Fortune defy. 

Pull Wifdom all happinefs foursj 
Si nee life is no more than a pattage at beft, 

Lct*s ftrew the way over with ftow'ri; with flowVs* LcVl fticw, to. 
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THE SYCAMORE SHADE. 
Compofcd by Dr. X*nf, 



for. 
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day, as I fat in the Sycamore (hade. Young Da - mon came whi ftHng, came whiftling a * long, 
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THE SYCAMORE SHAD E. ' 
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t trembled, I blufti*d, • poor in - no * cent nuid, And my 
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heart ' caperM up, capered up to my tongue ; My heart ca - perU up - - to my tongue. 
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Silly: heart, I cryM, fie, what a 'flutter is here! Young Damon defigns you no 
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THE* SYCAMORE SHADE* 
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Young 



Dainort de~ - figns you no 



ill* 






The, ihephcrd's fo civil, You've nothing to fear^Then 
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prithee, fond, urchin, lie till. He «']jThen prithee, fond urchin lie 
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Sfr Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 

One xifs he demanded— no more ; * 

But nrg*d the feft prcflure with ardofcr fo fwcet, 

i could not deny him a /core. 
My lambkins I've Jtifs'd, and no change ever found, 

At often we pUy'd on the hill; 
Bu: Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 

Nor wouM the fond urchin lie ftill: 
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When flames the bright fun, to the Sycamore (hade. 

For fhelter, I'm fure to repair, , 
And,. virgins, in, faith, t I'm no longer afraid, 

Altho* the dear Ihepherd be there. 
At ev'ry fond lib that with freedom he.takcj, 

My heart may rebound if it will i 
There's fomething fo fwcet in the buftlc U mate* 

I'll die ere I bid it Uc ftill. 



.' DIOGENES, SURLY AND PROUD. 
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o-ge-nes, fur - ]y and proud, Who fnarl'd at the Ma-ce-don youth, De - lighted in wine that was" good, Be- 
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caufe in good wioe there ia truth 5 But, growing as poor aa a Job, And un • a - hie to purchafe a flallc, He chefe for his manfion a 
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tub, Aod liv'd by the fceot of the ca 
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Heraclitus would never deny 

A humper to cherifli his heart ; 
And, when he was maudlin, would ery, 

Bccaufe he had empty'd his quart : 
Though fome were fo foolifh to think 

He wept at men's folly aod vice, 
When 'twai only his cuftom to drink 

'Till the liquor rao out at his eyes* 



Ik, And li/d hy the feent of the cafk. 



Democritus always was glad 

To tipple and cherifli his foul ; 
Would laugh 1»ke a man that was mad* 

When over a jolly full howl : 
While his cellar with wine U well flor*d, 

His liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And, when he was drunk as a lord, 

At thefe that were fober he'd laugh. 



Copernicus too, Hke the reft, b 

Believed there was wifdom in winei 
And knew that a cup of the bell 

Made reafon the brighter to fhine : 
With wine he rcplenifli'd his veins, 

And made his philofophy reel : 
Then fanc/d the world, as his braios, 

Tum'd round like a chariot wheel. 
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■Ariftotle,* that maJlarof artsi 

Was but a dunce without wine ; 
For what we afcribe to his parts, 
Is dge to the juice of the vine: 
His belly, fome authors agree, 

Was as big as a watering trough j 
.He therefore leap'd into the Tea, 
Uccaufe he'd have liquor enough. 



When Pyrrho had taken a glaft, 

He faw that no obje£ appeared 
Eiaflly the fame as it was 

Before he had liquorM his beard * 
For things ruoning round in his drink, 

Which fober he motionlefs found, 
Cccafion'd the fceptic to think 

There was nothing of truth to be found. 
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MY BETSY IS THE BLITHEST MAID; 



Moderate* 
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My Betfy h the blitheft maid That e'er young ihepherd woo'd, She baa, it length, my heart betray'd, A« 
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4asl do all I could. For' fliape, for air, and maaoers too, Noae can with her com - pare : O would (he but be 
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laod and true, IU foon my love de - clue. O would flic but be LJnd and true, Vd foon my love de - dart, I'd 
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fcon my love de * dare. 



Whene'er I fce^her beauteous face, 

My heart with joy does burn ; 
Whene'er fhe's abfent from the place, 

I long for htr return. 
If (he all othen would forfaJce, 

And fly to me alone. 
What pleafure I with her Jhould take, 

While they their loft bemoan 1 „ 



JM Wefs the day that firft I knew 

. My charm in. Bctfy fair ; 
And all my hfe fhould be to fhew 

She wai my only care. 
I'd vow to wed next Wbitfunday, 

And make her blcft for life : 
Should flie refute, thea, maidens, fay. 

To be young Johnny *s wife i 



Allegro. 



FREE FROM THE BUSTLE. 
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the buftle, care, and flrife, Of this fliort, va - rie - E « 



. cd life, Oh let mc fpend my days Id 
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ral fweetneft with a 



friend, To whom my mind I may unbend/ Nor - ecu • fine heed or . praife • ., N« 




%en*iure heed or prai 



Richei bring cares ; I aft not wealthy 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 

J envy not the great: 
f Tis thefc alone can make me bleft j 
The riches nf the Eaft or Weft, 

I claim not thefe or Hate. 



J too wonld wHh, to fweeten Fife, 
A gentle, kind, good-naturM wife. 

Young, fen fxblc-and fair* 
One who could love but me alone, 
Prefer my cot to e'er a throne, 

And fwthe my ev*ry care. 



Though not extravagant °* ae* r * . ( 
Yet, through the well-fpent chequer d year, 

■ I'd have enough to live ; 
To drink a bottle with a friend, 
Affift him in diftrefs— ne'er lend- 
But rather freely give. 



Thus happy with my wife and friend. 
My life I chearfully would fpend, 

With no vain thoughts pppreft. 
If Heav'n has blift for me in ftore, 
O grant me this ! I aft nojnore I 

And I am truly blcft I 
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.TAUNTON DEAN. A Favourite Song. 
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Sang by Mr. Suttow, with universal Applaufe. 
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In Taunton Dean Ich wor born and bred t To tell you the truth my narac*a a call'd Ned ; 'Cham no A - na - bap- 



Chorus. 
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tift,. I never . lov*d them, But zurely received my curftendom. Val lal la val, de di ' de de val, lal la 
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Jal, la de col ' de. 



Ich don'd my two boots and a aword by my zide, 
Rtzolvcd ich wor up to Lunnon ro ride : 
Twauld vather aod mamher 'chould fee the vine town, 
'Chuu'd tarry a while and then 'checd com down. 



But ich had a gurt mind to zee thic haulv thorne, 
And whan's com to Glaftonbury there did look vorn ; 
They twold me that Jofeph wor there avore me, 
But ich cou'd'nt vind Jofeph nor the tree* 



Zoe gaping about ich did fpy a gun hill. 
Wee « tor upon lapo'en juttby a windmill, 
Zoe ich clammer'd me up, but whun 'chad a dun, 
ieh thort niyfelf sure up'« high as the zun. 



TAVNTON-DEAN. 
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But woe, good lack, how my heart did zo quiver, 
Ich had fcant or a drap of blud left in my liver j 
Zoe ich fliderM and (Iider^ and never gced o'er, 
''Till ich fliderM me down to the belfry dore. 

Away vrom the tor than in 2 hurry ich zillied, 
But whon's com to Sioncidgc how ife wor 2 gallied i 
Vor zo many galhfies there did appear* 
Ife zed, fure the zies wor Jtept there to year. 

Ich reckon*d the ftones about twonty times o*er, 
But thao's wor no wifcr than ich wor avore. 
Vor the beft rethmaiician that e'er ich did zee 
Cou'd never tell rightly how many thare be. 

At length Lunnon town did come in my view, 
But ivhtn ife did zee uo che wor ready for fpew ; 
Vor what with the pilm and .what with the fmoke; 
Ich wor deaf in my ears, dan wor ready vor choalc. 

They kept zitch a naize all over the town, 
Ich thought that the world wor a turn'd upzide down ; 
The horfes rtruck vire, and cauches did vly, • 
Like dunder and lightning out vrom the fky. 

My head wor a ftun'd with the naize o f ther criei, 
Of their crud? and their creams, and their whot pudden 

pies 1 
But the zluts be zo nafty *c cao never be clean » 
And chid rather eat whilpot in Tauotoo-Dean. 

And whua that ich com to Chearing-Crofs, 
Ife zccd^blackmon ric upon a black hwfc i 



They twold me that 'twor king Charles the virfl, 
Od zoggeri my heart wor a ready vor burft. 

Ich went to St. Pall's my prayers to zay f 

And there the raugs ftoal ray hat away ; 

Alack and alas eant this a zad cafs, 

That there fliould be thciving zitch a fine place. 

Then thorough the bridge ich went in a werry, 

But wor like ^to be drownM the buot feenVd in zitch 

hurry;* 
And if ever you catch me there again, 
I'll gec you my mauther for a wold mon. 

Vor the water gwain thorough zo rag\i and did roar, 
Chou'd a gced vorty {hillings 'ched been on the (hoar ; 
And as long as *cham able vor to go or vor ftond, 
'Chiil ne'er go by water whiles may go by load. 

Then ich went to the tower, but there didn*t tsrry; 
Vor they (how'd mc a lyaot, and calTd his name 

Harry ; 
But he luckM zo grim with his cls\vs and his beard 
■ Had Zampfon beeo there would a made uq ifcaard. 

Zo then I zet out vrom Lunnon gurt town, 

Vor my munney wor gwon, and twor time vor go 

down 1 
But Jehad got a whole budget efnews "to relate. 
To rather and mauther, and to my naunt Kate. 

Val,ial,&c. 
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BACCHUS, GOD" Of' JOYS DIVINE! 



Allegro. 
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.pel* Drinking ev'-.ry trouble q«l!» 
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All ou, griefs brifc wine dif ^ pels, Drinking e/ - ry trouble quell*. 



When the goblet full i* «M» 
Frcm the cluft'ring vine diftill d, 
Then, indeed, Vm truly blelt. 
And cv'ry anxious thought's at reft j 
While us potent iuice I quaff, 
v£till I fingj and danec, and laugh. 



Would you be for ever gay, 
Mortals, learn of me the way : 
'Tii not beauty, 'tis not love, 
Will alone fufKcient pruve i 
If you raife and charm the foul, 
Deeply drain the fplcy bowl. 



IRISH SONG. - 
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All you d>« are wife and thiok life wot* enjoying, Or foldier, or *faiior, by land Of by fea. In loving and laughing your ' 
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be employing; Your glafs to your lip and your lafs on your knee. Corn* fiog *w*y honeys, and call off ail forrow I Though we 
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all die today Jet's be merry to morrow; A hundred yean btoce 'twill be too late to borrow A moment of time to be 



joyous and ftee. 



Chorus— Come fing away, honey*, &e* 



My lord and the bimop, in fpite of their fplindor. 

When dith gives the call, from their glories raufl part | 

Your beautiful dame, whin the fummons is fint her, 
Wilt feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 

Then fing away, honeys, and call off your forrow 1 

Though you all die to-day, yet be merry to-morrow ! 

A hundred years hince 'twill be too late to borrow 
A cordial to chcrifli the forrowiul heart 1 

Then fing, &c« 



For riches and honour, theo, why all this riot ? 

'Your wrangling and jangling, aod all your alarms! 
Arrah I burn you, my honeys,. you'd better be quier, 
And take, while yoo can, a kind girl to your arim 
.You'd better be finging and cafting off forrow I 
Though "you" all die to-day, fure, be merry to-morrow f 
A hundred years hince 'twill be too late to borrow 
One moment to to^ and enjoy her fwect charms 1 

You'd better }c finging tr fce* 
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SCOTCH SONG. 



«- 




a^ 



^^mF^^JUdJ^S-^^^ 



Come laflie lend mc your braw hemp heckle* And Til lend you my trip - ling kame* For 
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falnncfi* dearie f n gar ye kcckle, if you'll go dance the Bob of Dunblane, 



• Haft ye gang to the ground of ye'r trvtn truolties 
Buflc ye braw, and dinna think flume* 

Confider m time, if leading of roookiea 
Be better thai* dancing the Bob of Dunblane. 



Be frank, ray Ja£Ge,. left I grow fickle, 
And tak my word and ofTer again ; 
Syne may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye did na accept of the Bob of Dunblane* 



The dinner, the piper, and pneft ihall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowie with lying my lane j 

Away tben, and leave batth minny aod dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane* 



WHEN THE FANCY-STIRRING BOWL, 
A Bacchanalian Snn£ written by Captain jMorris. and Compofed by Mr. Bufby. 
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When the Tan-cy - i'ftrrins bowt 
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VaVes its world of pleafure 
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Glowing; viflons - gpld my foul And ltfcs an endlcfs treafitfe 
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MenTry decks my wafted heart Krefh with gay de - -fire - - Rays divine my rentes drirt An 
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kindling hope in - - fpite 



Kays di _ vine my fen _fcs dart And kindling hope- in - fptre 




(163) 



Here fweet benignity and love 

Shed their influence round me* 
CJather*d tils of life remove. 

And leave me as they found me* 
Tho* my head may fwim,yet true 

Still to Nature's feeling* . 
Peace and beauty fwim there too, 
- And rock me as 1m reeling. 

Then "vhoVl be grave &c. 



On youths foft pillow, tender truth 

Her penfive lefTon taught me ; 
Age foon mock'd the dream of youth, 

And Vifdom wak\l and caught met 
A bargain then with Love I knockcl, 

To hold the pleafing gtpfoy, 
When wife to keep my bofom lock'd, 

But turn the key when ttpfey. 

Then who'd be grave &.c. 



Lifes a voyage we all declare, 

li'ith fcarce a port to hide in, 
It may be fo to pride or care,* 

That's not a fea I ride in r 
Here floats my foul, 'till fancy's eye. 

Her realms of blifs dtfeover* 
l>right worlds, that fair in profpict lie 

To him that's half feas over. 

Then tthocl be grave Ate. 



FOR THE GERMAN FLUTE. 
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BRIGHT PICCEBL'S HAS MOUNTED. 

A Hunting Glee Harmonized by Mr. Bufby * 
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Bright Phoebus has mounted the Chariot of Day and the Horns and the Hounds call each 
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Sportsman a - - 'way and the Hounds and the Horns call each Sportsman a- . .way 
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Sportsman a - - way and the Hounds and the Horns call each Sportsman u way 
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Kx-er-cife found thro* Woods and thro* Meadows with fpeed now they bound while Health ro-fy 
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Health is in Ex-er-cife found Hark a - - way 
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Health is in Ex--ercife found Hark a _ _ wsiy 
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-way is the word to the found of the Horn 
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E_cho and E .rcho and E_cho blith E - cho maltes , Jo -vial each morn 
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and E - cho hlifh E - cho makes Jo - vial each morn 
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MAT. MIZEN. 



A \ew Sonj;- 



Melody by I. D. Rafs by Mr, Bufby. 
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Mat Mizen my name is and many a year tin* daunted 1 ve facd the fierce 
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wave^^™ Midft tempefts and balls ftill a ftranger to fear, And to lubber -ly notions no 
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. flave^^^ Life's rubbers 1 fufFcrrt* and met wit! 
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with difdain; Ne'er fpurnd at the pjefent or paft 
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Hut chearfuUy weathered it, hoping to sain But chearfuUy. weather'd it 
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When U-cn blowing hlafts pierce each ihiveriiig limb, 

And Mountain-hi^h billows attack* 
When the blue, forked lightntn^, with terrific gjim, 

Awaits the bt£ thunders loud crack; 
When the feaman is fixt amidft Death's grimly train 

At the horrors of battle aghaft ; 
Thefe tils Ive e n count er\l, f till hoping to pain ■ 

A birth in contentment at laft . 



My wearifome labours vhen on the fait deep 

i % v 

Ive follow d for many a day* 

Hope flatterct my mind I fhoud happinefs reap* 
'While homeward our fails hore away. 

I faid to my" heart Courage! flinch at no paini 

Hence* dull melancholly, avaft i 

Misfortune will end, arid Mat. Mizcn. obtain 
A birth in contentment at laft . 
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Now thank my kind ftars all my troubles are by,' 

My moments, how happy they move I 
Borne by profperous gales and bencajh a calm fky, 

1 return d to mv Country and Love* 
With a plenteous provifion of toil -gotten gain, 

In the harbour p€ Wedlock made fait, 
1 fafely enjoy what I wiui'd to obtain, 

A tttrth in contentment at laft . 
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♦ / THE MARSEILLES HYMN. 

Sung by the MarfcUlqis Roing to Rattle, and at all the Theatres in Paris .. 
. The Symphony am! JJafs added, nncl t^e M'ords tranflated hy Mr. Bufby 
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fons of Gallic free--dom. Come on the day of Glo_rys come 
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ftandard high is 



fly - - tng Proud with your pre- dic-ted 



doom 



Proud with 
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y^nr pre _die _ tea doom Hark Hark they .howl with bru.tal firT^ fcl ro-cious 
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de-fpots rend the air Now near _er they app roach and near! _er Death to your 



''r);M J 



p P»p P P 



i 



J i V > 'fc Vi ' ^g 



6 7 6 




£#£# 



i 



i5 j i 5 ** 



^^ 



la general 



9 J J J I 

yoAth 



&*=*& 



r -i ^ £ 



N Wives and Chil.drcn bear 



To 



arms ■ ve Ci-vic 
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your . firm bat _ tal _ lions 
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What means this horde of tyrant traytors? 
Of fan^uine kings and hireling flaves ? 
For whom are thofe degrading fetters * 
Forg*fl by the hands of courtly knaves ? 
For you I what burning indignation * 
O genVous Frenchmen* fhou'd you feel.' 
With all your recent chains they'd gall yotii 
Draw* draw your ci trick-avenging ft eel J 
To arms, ye Civic youth I 
Your^ firm battalions form ; 
March on, dare ev*ry ftormi 
For Freedom, France, and Truth- 
3 
Shall foreign cohorts fpoil your country? 

Dictate to France opprcfllve laws ? 
And bafely flavifh mercenaries, 
Arrcft us in our glorious caufe? 
Great HcaviiJ fttatl patriotic foldiers 
A yoke receive from freedom's foe? 
Shall Gallia's fate be mark cl by defpots^ 
Nor we avert the threat Vied blow ? 
To arms &c* &c. 
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Ye Rebels i cruel' and perfidious > 

At once your Friends anrf Country's ft ain ♦ 

( omc forth ! The fwortl of injured juftice 

Awaits yon on the hoftile plain. 
Behold all Freemen rufh to battle* . 
L\ clofe, fraternal hands unite ; 
Tho' ttioufands full, will th ouf and s follow, 
SeUe their hold itrms»and prefs the fight. 
To aims 'ic. &c. 



Kut let us» O intrepid warriors • 
Ecu while we ftcikc , refolve to fpare ; 
Nor to vile courts unconcious victims 
The meafure of our vengeance bear. 
Rut to the rrih»tlv- nrthlefs defpots* 
In league fcaiuft nian,ar.d manhoods claim > 
To them your virtuous *wrath dif charging , 
Deal death and evcrlaftiug fliamc. 
To arms &c. &c, 
6 
O facred FatriotifmJfoi ever 
Inflame us with thy pure alarms * 
And thou,fair Freedom! aid thy champiors — 
Steel, Reel their hearts, and nerve their arms * 
Let VictYy at our ftandards meet us , 
In thy exulting tranfports joinil ; 
Still let thy gifts he Frenchmeiis* glory, 
Ami flow from them to all mankind. 
To armsiye Civic yoirth I 
Your firm battallions form \ 
March on, dare evYy ftorm* 
For Freedom* France, and Truth. 



TUZ jftRITTISIl FMK. 
A fa-orite fei^, Compoftcl hv Mr. Micjiacl Artie . 
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<l:tfn-tn$r r to the ly - rifts call ru- - pair; 



to the ly , rifts call re- -'pair/ 






And the firings tn mp-turc ftraininjtj Come and pnue the liri-tifh fair **^ . ^^^S 
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Chiefs throghout the land victorious » 

Horn to conquer and to fpare» 
Mere not gallant, were not Riorums, 

Till commanded by the fair. 



All the works of worth or merit* 
Which the ions of art. prepare » 

Have no pleafure, life, or fpint * 
Hut as horrofrb from the fair- 



Keafon is as weak as paflion* 
Hut if yon For truth declare* 

Worth and manhood arc the fafliion, 
Favour \J by the Hritifli fair . 






THE LILLY OF THE \ALE. 
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Allegro Moderate 
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te 



e s 



£ 



^ 



£¥ 



7 tf G 



i=*=i 



4- 3 



4- 3 



/ u 



j , "j , 7ir i h ii i T, r i r f 'n h ' ir-^' -nc r | r-r j. | j j-j r i 



» 



V 



1 - I 1 



4 :* 



6 \S 

4 a 






The fragrant I.il. ly 
F=3 



B 



^ 



ISO 




i^h \ i^jj^^^iMi^h \ }rfj^ psi 



if.'Cfptfrirj J'j jf ^ ^^gtfff^ f. i CfJ'j jfif aja 



of the Vale, fo c - Ic-jgantly fair,- The fragrant Lil-ly of the Vale fo c-le~gantly % fa*-; 
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, Vhofe fweets perfume each fanning gale,Whofe fwects perfume each fanning gale, To Chloe I com , _ 
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Chloe I compare. 



I _ pare, to Chloe I coi 
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\ See how the curious florifts hand 

Uproars its humble head; 
And to preierve the charming flowr* 
Traxtfplants It to his bed * 



ThtTe while it fheds its fwects siroitnd ■ 
How tliiiies each mod eft grace, 

Enrapturil how its owner Rands, 
To view its lovely face. 



But pray, my Chloe, now obl'erve 
The inference of my taley 

M:ty I the florift be # and thoti 
My Lilly of the Vale . 
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MAY A New Song. By Leo of Wakefield. 

The Melody regulated and the ttnfs and Symphony abided by Mr. Bufby ♦ 
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Coanc^fweet Month, in. loverly. 
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By kind Nit-tutcs bountv bleft; Command with tliee quick -]y bring All the 
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blooming tweets of fpring. 



Command with thee quick -ly quick - ly bring All the 
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Thou that doft fotft joys infpirei 
Thou that wakYt the lovers fire> 
Ocr my head the branches twine 
Of fweet rofe and eglantine - 



In the fhady grove reclufe > 
There III court th' enrapt'rtng Mufe> 
Mliil e the wnnton Zephyrs play 
Oer the verdant pride of May. 






\s+ 



Moderate 



m 



&e 



FOR THE GERMAN FLUTE . 
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THE LADYS MEDLY..' 
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Nigh to a place i callU Do.m in Kent, Roger, a farmer, happen cl to dwell • Ancl of a clay to 
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wooing he went Down to the woods and fha__dy groves 



Th'jre did he mourn for 
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his true love. .?«.«* creature of all na.1u«. Oh. 1 rage I' hum I fmnrt. Ceale to 
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grieve me foon re* lleve me Or too Cure you'll break my heart Dear heart what a ter - ri-ble 
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life am I led. Dear heart dear heart 



what a ter_ ri.ble life am I . led. 
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Jockey is the blithcft lad that 
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e-_ver maid did woo. when he appears "My heart is fo ftee it roves like a bee. Till 

fr 



/'•■^Pcjrricj- niJuii n i u i ' ' 'iL' 



p p ♦ |y: 



briaguig home the o_ -thcr dayi Two linnets 1 had taen, The prct.ty warblers 
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feemd to fay 



Oh. what a fad mis* for .tune is .this. .To 
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be confine! a-^ainft ones 



mind In a place fo dark that Im al--moft blind. In the dead of the night, when with labour oppTefs<i,Alt 
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mortals en .-joy the calm blcfling of reft." Cjmon a clown who never dreamt of love* IVy chance came 
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went, for want of thought • The bird, that hears his ne ft - lings ciy, And flies a-.hroad for 
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footl i Re- turns, im-pa-tient> through the fky to Say, little foolifh fluttrinft thing* lit.: tie. 
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foolifh fluttering thing , to Say, little foolifh fhrttVing thing, little foolifh fluttering _ 
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thing, "Where fhall Ce.lia fly, for Ihel - ter, To vhat fecret grove or cave > Sighs ami fon_nets 



4 P j i,jjjJU4^ l iT3i , rlEjrr i a/ , ,» , MU' l ' l r i 



Vr. 



fent to melt her From young Strcphon, the art -ful, tlie dan J %m -ons fwaiu. My love and ef- 
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_tecmhcat tempted to K ain : By the fame wick-rd arts he fo oft had he- . tra/d, He 



thought to fe.-cliice one more 



in- no-cent maid. But ap -prize! of his power f of my weak _ncfs :i ._ 
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ware. I haf- fled his fchemc,and a- -void! -ed his fnarc; For vir--tue I. love, and was 
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BACCHANALIAN SONG 
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Wtflft. Ikica-rouzing to cheer up my foul Oh. how I triumph to fee a full bowl 



$* § j.^irjnJ'1 flfl Hj .1 ^ J jj i qjjW ;■■> ju, i^j.ii : 



.Whilft lot ca-rouzui£ to cheer up my foal Oh. how f triumph fe* fee t full howl This is the 
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ing that makes me rejoice and fing rc-joice-ahd. fin£ 



. Tims wiiilc !&T drinking free from dull think-ing Then am I greater than the gycateft Mng. thanflicffeateft Wng Im 



' f ^ g fjlff lttfjt P^ 




frlTf! M J j 1 , 1- hi f B 



p-ea 



4f- -_--_« _*,«.<-- - - - - - - - er than the greateft king, than the j^eatcft Vjip* 



ifll 



190 



THE NEW LANGOLEE 
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When 1 took my departure from Dublin s fweet city And for EngLands own fetf thro the feas 1 did 
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ff i jijj r-rJg i r p r- c t J 'i*f u J J i g r J ■* j l^ 



plow For three days long was I toft up an< * do™* 1 Like a <nrid °*" chewd hay tn the trout of a Cow WJtflft a - 

dfe p. i ra'n 
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fraid of the deck in the ocean to flip fir T clung like a cat faft hold for to keep fir- Round a- bout the bij 



t r c |J.jmMJMjf Jitria 



. poft that grows out of the ftifp Fir O* tis true a* 1m now fmg - ing Langolee 



Then ftanding ftock ft ill all the while 1 was moving 

Till lr elands fweet coaft f faw clean out of fight 

When finding myfelf a true Irifhmnn horn fir 

Was leaving the Chip on the fhore for to light 

A little hoard they put out 'twas too narrow to quarter 

The very ftrft ftep I was ready to totter 

That I jump f d on dry land trp to my neck in the water 

O that wa?ito time to fing Langolee* 



Then with grief cold and hunger I never did feel more 

My ftomach and bowels with hunger did growl 

For to keep them in temper I thought the beft way fir 

Was to take out the wrinkles of both by my foul 

Then we went to a houfe where roaft meat they provide fir 

Where the whirligig which \t\t the chimney I fpied fir 

That grinds all the fmoke into powder befides fir 

O tis true as I am fmgiiig of Langolee • 
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Then I went to the landlord of all the ftage coaches 
That fet out for London each night in the week 
To whom I obnoxtoufly made my approaches 
Asa birth aboard one of them 1 went to feek' 
As for the infide lei no calh in my cafket 
. Therefore by your leave fir 1 make bold to afk it 
li^your coach goes at twelve pray what time goes the balket 
Tor there 1 can ride and fing Langolee * 



Then the man made his mouth irp fays he fir the baiket 
Goes after the coach a full hour or two 
Very well fir fays 1 thats the thing that 1 wanted 
But the devil a word that he told me was true 
For the one goes before and the other behind fir 
They fet off cheek by tole at the very fame time fir 
So that very fame day 1 fet off by moonfhine ftr 
All alone by mvfelf tinging Langolee ♦ 



O good lack to the moon that noble fweet creature 
That ferves us with lamplight^ each night in the dark 
As for the fun onrv fhincs in day time by which nature 
-Wants no light at all as yon may remark 
But as for the moon 1 will bd bound fir 
Twould fave this* whole nation a great many pounds fir 
To ftihcribe for to light her up all the year round fir 
Or 111 never more fing about Langolee . 
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HUNTING SONG, 
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To chace o'er the plains the fox or the hare . Such pleafure no fport can e'er/bring, it hamfli-es 







.forrow and drives a.^nv care And makes us more taleftthan a king. When e-vwjwe hear the 
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found of the horn Our hearts are transport -ed with iov. We rife and em -brace with the ear- M- eft 

fir 



,M n\\ i i r nr inii r r n i'iiii r i fTii r i ij |, i ji ii 



dawn, A paftuuethat ne - -v« can clov A paftime that never can dov ., ^ 



O'er furrows and hills our jame we purfnei 

No danger our breafts can invade » 
The hounds in full cry our joys will renew, 

An increafe of pi eaf lire's difplav'd . 
This freedom our con Hence never alarms* 

We live free from enVy and ftrife » 
If hleft with a fpoufe return to her armsi 

Sport fweetem the conjugal life. 



3 
The courtier i who toils o'er matters of ftate, 

Can ne'er fuch a happlnefs know; 
Thd grandeur and pomp enjoy'd by the great 

Can ne'er fuch a comfort beftow 
Our days pafs away in a fcene of delight, 

Our pi eaf u res neer taken airif* ; 
We hunt all the day and revel all night * 

What joy can he greater than this . 
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ABSENCE 
A Duct— words from Shenftone, Compofed by M*Bnf6jr. 
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th the tofment of cfoKht and de— 
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with the torn 
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*J „ J* ta a Jinire to admire a ad to love aad toleaveher wc love and ad- - -mire, ..• Ah!. 
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to adm irt mod tblov« aadtb leave her ^re love and ^d- - -mire^ 
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fell 



4 




± 



err • r v Mc'r AJ M r ' ' ^^ 



g-p r- P fir • r; FPf 

rthmyilocks ia the morn And -the damp 



K= 



rorth my Hocks ia 



And -the damps of each evening' re ^ - pel 
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lead forth mvflocks in the morn And 'the damps of each evning- re ^ -pel 
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I, a*m iaintaiid ^forlorn A-- laTjtf-.I am faiot 
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am faiot aod for- -lorn 
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have 



ifs I am faint and forlorn ■ A lafs . T ahi faintaod for- ^ lorn ' V have 
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ibi faint aod for- - lorn^ 1 I K ha 
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Aade my dear Phillis fare- well A--Iaf» I' amfaintand for- lorn I havehademydearPhillisfarc- 



ee mv dear Phillis fare - well A — lafs I am faint audi or -lorn I* have hade inydear Phillis 
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hade my dear Phi His fare - well A — Iafs I am faint audi or -lorn I* have hade n^dear Phillis fare-, 

* m^_ k * * » m ■ w * — ^ : : 






\ ** -well fare - well fa re.* well'- I have hade my dear Phillis fare - wef 1 have 




tare - well I have hade my dear Phillis fare -well- ha 
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hade mydear phillis farewell I have hade my dear hade my dear Phillis faVe - - -well . 



hade mydear Phillis farewell I have hade my have hade My dear Phillis fare- - well 
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o'er the seas my lovr is sailixg 

A Favorite Rondo 
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%J —^*^rf | -^. 5^ r the f^ s my Lore is failing* Gently* J)Inw ye , 
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Jy* J)Inw ye 
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%/ Love hH?dear ap - proach is hailing-, Flies to view the fw'elling- fails. Love Tj^Tdear ap.- 
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*/- oroach is hailinr Flies to vieir the fwellihg" fails, Flies_ to view the fwel ling- fifils. 



-proach is hailing- Flies to vi*ir the fwellihg" fails, Flies_ to view the fwelung 
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)j V| m ju n iiri p niiiit rnhiin i_in ij Im,-|| 

*+' .Oer the Ocean irhilft h~ roving Xhas Jbravrf the melting* climT/* Y^ en(/n?e tJi> 
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£^0) fTTi i Ttf^ 

*^ . fain of loving** I .rrow flck of 




thonghtanif time, I grow'fick of thonghtamf time, 
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* *• S e? nymphs a II th e while are p laying-, Guafd his" Velf < 
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lug^GnHAf his Veffel fafe Iroln iarms^Bnt no more JhaJI 

r ir r r n»f i * in r i ' 
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^ . he he fraying 1 , Damons Fort fhalL he my arms, Damons Porft fhaJI fae my* arms.*™ 1 
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TIIM VILLOW TUBE 
Words from the cfi5rtin£tiifhecf poet _ Chatterton 



*^ Lare-hetto Penferofo ^^ ^*" 
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' .^°-- -m-rf^jr Lite a running: ri — ver is?? 'Mir iove is * rfcaif. 
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il- ^"irJV tree 




IS luck his hair as the winters night, 
White hi* fkin as the drivtn Snow, 
Red his face as the morning- I'ig-ht, 
Col^he lies in the Grare helow; 
. My love h dead, 
. Gone to his death-Bed, 
. All under the Willow^ Tree . 
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Sweet his tongue as*- thrnfhes note^ 
Quick in dance as thought can'i>e^ 
Deft his Tabor Cudgel ftont , 
Olhe lies by the Willow treei 01 
My love is dead 3 
Gone to his death-Bed, 
All under" the Willow Tree * 



See the white moon fhines on high, 
Whiter >1» my trne lorA Shrond, 
Whiter than the mourning- fky, 
Whiter than the evning* clood; 
Mv.ljovt is dead, 
Gone to his death-hed, 
All tinder the Willow Tree . 
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FOR THE GERMAN VJjVTJK 
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Tile Celebrated 
A\ACRKO\TIC SONG 



k) l^A^A<#lF.OXinHeavni.herehe fat in full Glee, A few Sous of Harmony fent a Petition that. 
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'^ lif"the"ir Infpirer' and" Patron won'd i>e,vrhenthis Anfwer arriVd from the: JOLLY OTjI)GHKCIA\ Voice 



Infpirer" and" Patron won 
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^ .Fiddle, and Flute, no longer be mute f til lead you myaameymd infpire you toimotyind J>u_ . 
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•/.fuLlIl Infant yo« lil« m« «° iSwine the MlfRTLB ofVENBSvltll BACCHUS s Vine. 
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be MYKTLK oi Vfiflua 
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Jes rll in- 
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And £e- -fides 



in-,-.-ftrnct yon like » me to in- - A-twine^ th 
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And I>e--fides 111 in---ftruct yon like me to en----twine, the 



iff J 1 ' J 1 1 J M j j. i 

•J And he fides I'll in---ftruct von like 
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And i>e--fides I'll in---ftruct you like me to en- - - - tWTne , 
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>e--fide* III in- - ftrn 



E^ to e*n- - 



tc 



And £>e-— fide 



in— — ftruct yon like m! 



- — twine , the 
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Myrtle of VK 
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ith BA 
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of VK- -NUS with BAC-- - CHUS^s^ Vine, 
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Myrtle 



of VE- - NU5 with BAC-- - CHl/s's Vine. 



Myrtle of VK- -NUS ' wilh BAG- - -C 
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CHUSs Vine, 
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Myrtle 



of VB NUS with BAC CHUS's Vine. 



SO* 9 

The news throogh OLYMPUS immediately flewj 
yiien OLfD THUNDER Pruteuded to give himfelf Airs- 
If the fe Mortals are fuflerd their Scheme to porfue 
The Devil a Goddefs will ftay ahove ftairs * 
■ "Hark,already they cry, 
"in Tr;infports of Joy, $ 
"Away to the Sons .of ANACRKOX well fly, 
"And therewith good Fellows, we'll learn to intwiae, 
<*The Mvrtle of VENUS with BACCHUS s Viae. 

3 
"The YELLOW HAIRED GOD and his nine fufty maids, 
"From HELICON^ Banks will incontinent flee, 
"iDALIAwill hoafthut of teuantlefs Shade* 
"And the hi forked Hill a mere Defart fhall Be; 

"My Thaoder no tear out , 
< , " Shall foon do its Krrand, , 

^Au^Dain'me, ilfwing-e the Ringleaders I warrant, 
"x'll trim the young- Dog- s for thus daring to twine 
Tne Myrtle of VENUS with BACCHUs's Vine . 



APOLLO rofe up and faid ^r ythee neer ^uarrit.1,* 
"Good King- of the Gods,with my Vot ries helow*, . 
"Yoar Thunder is ufelefs, then ihewing- his Laurel, . 
Cry if/* Sic evitahle fulmen,you know . 
"Then over each head, 
"My Laurels 1^1 fpread, 
"So my Sons from your Crackers no Mif chief fhall dread, 
"whilft Suogin their Club^Roo»i,they Jovially twine., 
"The Myrtle of VENUS with BACCHUS s Vine . . 

6 
Next MOMUS g"ot up with his rif ihle Phiz , 
And fwore with APOLLO he'd chearfnllyJoin, 
"The foil Tide of Harmony ft ill fhall he his, 
"But the Son^,andthe Cat ch, and the Laugh fhall be mine. 
"Theu,Jove,he not Jealous, 
"of thefe honeXt Fellows/' 
CryJf JOVE*Ve relent,fiuce the truth yon now tell us$ 
And fwear hy OLD STYX that they long- fhall intwine 
The 'Myrtle of VENUS with BACCHUS** Vine\ . 



6 

Ye- Sons of ANACRBON, then Join Hand in Hand } 
Preferve Unanimity, Friendfhip, and Love . ■ ^ 
'Tis yours to fupport whats fo happily Plaondj 
You've the Sanction of Gods,and the Fiat of JOVE,* 

"While thus we ag-ree, 

Our Toaft. l«t It he* 
May oar Cluh flourifli happy, united, and free. 
And long- may the Sons of ANACREON iatwine 
The Myrtle of 'VENUS with BACCHUSs Vioe- 
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THB ANACREONTIC SONG 

a For the Germaa Mute 
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To A 5TACRKON in Hea^hen-h* f»t i„ *V!I rLl-. _ *■!_. *_— -* J- r ~ 



To AJTACREOUT in He adhere he fat in fnllGlee,a few Sons of Harmb-^n 

^'■iJJ'r in,' Hii ' n- r i'f i i 1 1 , i 

)irer aad Patron woatf he,vhen this AnfVer a rriv'd from the 



fent * Petition, that lie their Infpi 



. Jolly OLD GRKClAN.Voice Fiddle andMnte.no Ton^e, he mn *„ • r'll l*.„f „„.. ' - ' . .K ' 



Jolly OLD GRKClANjvoiee Fiddle andMnte,no longer he mate,' 111 w J0U n,y naine and i' a „ 

jpr J ' ' ' r ' Mr j i ; t |-|ir ^^^ 

l>ire yoo to *oot aatf hefides I II inftruct yon lite jne to in-^-twJ 
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-twine the 
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Myrtle of VENUS with', BACCHU 
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th BACCHUS S Viae. And hefides, 1*11 inftrn'ct yot lite 
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« -to intone the Myrtle of Veaus With BACCHUS\s Vine. 
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hark! to the woobs 

A Favorite Hunting 1 Song 1 
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WTienPhcehns Begins yift to pe«po>e? theMUsiathhonXweawaken tlie D^^g^.^: v * J 






roufeBrother Sport fuien. who flugviflily fleVp>Vithhark to the^Wbotfsharit away: 
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+s . See thelloilufsareWicoupletf in mufical crjr ho W fweetly Tf ccchos ™ — 
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.Behold, when fly Reynard with Pannick and dread, 

At Hiftance o'er Hillocks doth iound, 
.The Pack on the fcent Hy with rapid career 

Hark the Horns .'O how fweetly they found t 
.Now on to the Chace o'er Hills and o'er dales, 

All dang-ers we nobly defy • 
,Oor Nags are all ftout and oar Sports we'll purine 

With fhoots that xefound to the Sky. 



r ■ tomto ^i 



But fee how helots allhis Arts are in vain 

No long-er with fwiftaefs^he flies j 
Each Hound in his Fnry determines his Fate 

■ The Traitor is feizd on and dies: 
With fhonting* and Joy we return from the Field 

With the ho*t crown the fports of the day j 
Then to reft we recline till the Horn wIIm uraiii. 
Then away, to the Woodlands away . 
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A Paftoral 



* S'OLICITUDI 
L. Set to Mufic' by D« Arac . 
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imive with her wit fhe eng-agxs the fzl* j^with her Modefty p J cafes the Grave fhe is 
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vrj wiij'plesifiHjjfto mfl - flic is cVry ^ay pleafing't'o me. I " r ^ *^^ 
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When Paridel tries in the dance-, 
Some Favour with Phillis to find, 
() how with one trivial Glance 
Mi^ht fhe ruin the Pence of my mind, 
til ringlets he drefses his Hair, 
\iu! I.i e's Crook is J>e-ftudded around, 
Vnd his Pipe— Oil may Phillis heware, 
Of a Mag-ic there is in the found ■ 



Let his Crook he with Hyacinths honod^ 

So Phillis the trophy defpife 9 

Let his forehead with Laurels he crownd. 

So they fhine not in Phillis s Eyes 

The Lang*uag*e that flows from the heart , 

Is a ft ranker to Pari dels tongue 

Yet may fhe he Mare of his Art, 

Or fit re I muft rn\ ) the Song*. 
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THK TOAST 

Compofeif bv D x Howard 
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J W ' ^^ ' *J tho* ^T^ryXjiiiphmy lips Proclaim my heart ftill whifpers m 
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c/ Cloes name* . ~*^ *^"» .3 And thus with lne 



* ^ And tlius writh lne hy. 
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*^ . Am*- -rous ftealth ftill ev--ry Glafs . is Chloesr Health ftill evl-ry Gluts 
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.Chlo-^ es Health 
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THK BEK 
A. Favourite Song- 
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J^T ^*^ )^ ^ J* £j K^ I ,a Bufy hmnMe f) c c am r t that rang-etTie Gardei? 
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irinff flY And ct- ry floTts my honey Brig-i 



changing" fly 
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ZT Cblot *ith her ^Udenhair awhile my rich jonquil is Till cloylf with fippiffff . 
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awhile my rich joiujuil is xiu cioyu wmi nypiu^ . 
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'*7 nectar there I fliift lo ro--fy Ph illis ^ I flu ^ ----- - ^_ 
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*S ihiftto ro^Iy Willis Hiillis I Ibift to ro^ fy Phillis . 
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But Thillis's fweet ap'ning* hreaft, 

. Remains not long- my Station, 
For Kitty muft he now addreft 

. My fpicy Breath d carnation. 
Yet Blooming- Kate I quickly leate 

To other floors Tin rover 
And nil in turn my love receive, 
The g*ay wide tiardenover . 



Variety that knows no hounds^ 

My wand ring- fancy pleafes^ 
And now with Flora T am foond 

My heart aow Delia Seizes 
For as I am an arrant hee 

Who rang-e each Bank that if funny 
Both fields aad Gardens are my fee J 

And; evVy flowVs my honey. 



*1* 



KOR THK GKRMAN FL.TJTK 



A huiV hnmMe hee am I that ranre the Garden fnnnv From, 



W 



A hiiiy " hnmhle .hee am I that range the Garden^ fanny 



^iXi^ir^ n ^^ nji i J j yJ.i^^ 



flowr toilowr I changing fly and ev^^ry floors my Honey "-Bright Chloe with he'r 



M-* - -- 



/%[/ !"p 



#=> "m ' ^T- 



IS [J U \ frg-E^ 



4oA^ 



pPi 



golden hair A while my rich jon</ni! is 



'Till cloyU with fipping 



ijp^ggij'KrJiJDJjjj^'^p 



tf 



nectar there I fhiit to ro^^^fy Phillia I fhi 



** 



jp us tii 






ft I lhift to ro- -fy Phi His Phillis I fhift to roL fy Phillis . 



O KR THE SEAS MY LOVK IS SAILING 
Kor the German Flute 



«U 



/ir f fQ'lTfflfFl 



'^twi 




#'fl(Tii nifjiii, n uTTjirii iTTu i./ifHt'iii i, i 



gppj 




j^f^e 



^g^tn?' ! !^ fr-irnr u n 'in U i"i ii^ILu-l 



fWfflr^fttfa^ 
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A B.SENCK 
As a Daet For two German Klutes 



rr ii f I I I M M I I ' ^ h lrl I r [ V 1 ''f P 



with the torment 



it J& dbubrffe defir 



, H i^ rr^^ 1 mU ' : r ^ 



*hat i t 



' 7if' f i r-r^ii^ 1 r i i u n h Mi' ' .' ^ 

"/l , t M il I N r M i i i f I I I I I 



xJ is to admire »"U to loyc- - «- •- "_"* K \ _ \ I 

j^^^^ ^H l" 1 l t i i 1 r Ml I 

•*/ . is to" .Lire and to loTST^ und to lecher** love and ad--m,re. 



-r a lrLr-rtT N i i i i i M h | ' m '_ ' " r 

■i } ,. J . rfmlrw to admire and toloveand t'o Jeavc he , »e love aod ad^mire. Ah. 

as; , , , t-^tf^M&ttjfey' n 1 i 1 1 1 i ir 

^ ~ ** admire and to love and to leave her we lave* 



-and ad- —mire . 



I I'M II I I Ml I 1 H I I M II I ' 




,7 Wfcrf.myflock.iu the M ora And y-"P" "^ ^ ^ 

jV i r f-rt-p I i i } \ \ ' i ^Tf 



A- 



^ 



) $J \: 




r amfatiit andfcr- — lorn A- -lafs I am faint an J for - lorn . r have hade my dear 



* ft M \=m 



sir 



e£ 



r am faint an J for- -lorn V--Ufs I am faint and for- -lorn I have hade inv tleau 



ttrH- 



r.y ; i p r- e ^^ 

well X- -lafs I am faint ana* for- 



^ 



<»■ * '? 



& grr pf f- 



PliUlis fare-- -well A- -lafs I am faint ana* for- - lorn* - I have hade ir.ydear rhillisfure^ 



cy riiulis tare--- wen yv- -lais i am saint anu ior- - iora* - a nave nauc jr.y uear I'Jiilliszarc 

' j"u MM 'H I' , ' N l jjl ' ' ! , ,,[ I i 

w *^ rliillis fare- -well A lafs I ain faint and for-- lorn- - I ha ve hade iny dear Fhill is fare 



«-^ —well fy re --wall fare _ well I have hade mv dear Phi 11 is fare well llave 




have 




ade-mydear Ehillis farewell^ I have hade iny dear hade my dear PhilHS fare- -weliT 



v dear Phillis farewell I have bade my dear hade mvdear rhUIis fare- -well. 



'J is 



THK VIC A!* OK BRAY 



*^ . Iu^oodiiu^Chartess golden days when loy _ al - ty had no 



■TJ i , ,1 j 



harm Mn't A 



iff cr r r 1 1 1 



pp g-n i .i j m m 



*J zealous high church muu I was «nd fo I got pre- -ferment . To teach niy flock T 



£ 



^^T-r rri^^tf ^tjTi fTTTi^ r r i f f r r 

*J ne ver niifs^JKiiiirs are by GoJ ap - - bointed And thole arc da mud that do refift Am 



ne- ver m if s*d King's are by G^d ap -- pointed And thole are damud that do refift # And. 



^i^Lr n i ' hT 7T' , >? f r -i c f r r r ri |,f -^ f ! f: 

nJ .touch the lords a- -nolnted And this is lair I will maintain until my Dying- . 

^ m r I r J f ; J "i fj J » 

us- fhiillreiiml -will ie Vicar of Bray Sir . 




Jr-Q » 



fz^?5k 



day Sir. that what- fo--ever ■ Kii 



^VTicn royal James oJbtaind the throne y 

"And pop'ry came in Fafhiou 9 
The Penal laws I hooted* down^ 
And* read the Declaration* 
The Church of Rome I found would Fit . 

Full well my Conftitutinu ^ 
And had .become a. Jcfuit, 
But for the revolution. 
And this is Law Ate . 



2Ii> 



'When Willhim «^ our king" deOard, - , 
To cafe the nations Grievance, 
With this ii tv wind about I fteerd 9 
And Two re to him Allegiance f 
Old principals I did revoke f 

Set Conscience at a diftauce, 
i'affive Ohidienee -was a Joke, 
An J pifh for non refiftanee. 
And this is l~w fcc . 

' -When Gi*tioxis Anne afeends the throne, 
The Church of Unhands glory , 
Another face of thing-s ver'e feen, 
And I hecujne a tory 
. Occafional ronfonnifts' hafe, 

I datnn'd their moderation , 
And thought the chnrch in dang- ex was, 
By inch Trevaricatio; 



And this is lav, *te . 



\ 



When George in Pndding time came q er, 

A:id moderate men look J big* Sir^. 
I tcr,i'd cat-in-pau once more $ 

And then hecanie a ^hig- Sir, . 

An J fo preferment I pro curd, 

Kv ot;r ne*w faiths Defender 
And always evrv' Day aitfurd, 

The pope and the Pretender. 
And this is lav &c * 
6 
Th illnftrious houfe of ILuiover^ 

And Pro t eft ant fnee officii, 
To thefe I do Allegiance f*jear f 

While they c;;n k<iep Poffeffion, 
For -by my Faith avid Loyalty, 

I uever more *ill Fatilter^ 
But Gee-ge inv Ju*iul kin;; fhall be f 
Cuiil thu Times fhall alter- 
And this Is lav ( -Vc * 



22 O 



Allegro 




te£ 



*o>v wkVk frkk from COLfBGE rules 

Smig-i, v M r Stevens 






Now 




»SS 



fv Reins out of fi. M C„ SL 'l " l» 



r -ere f r ee Jtancllep ruTes imm^cnphce book rea 




^SP 



er more*e 



fWp^^i 



. *e fhjtUinimf 2* I 




ftn ^ntriflin^ fjl- lo ^Jcf^Is J* 

pi 

tomks or fl.inbnot-.An ..the matter 



as vJiotfrink,. or drinks uJt CHO* Tol 



matters tiiiuks or Tl,i n W„„*.. ,,, 

Hi 




lol 



from this mark to the rj 



onhle Mar. 



Metaphyfically f trace 

The mind or foul ahftracted, 
Or prove 'infinity of fpace 

By canfe on canfe effected 
Better Sonl. we can't J>ecome, 

By immaterial thinking- 
And aa to fpace we want no room, 

But room enou-h to drink in. 



Pleu ra „ .vacuum minus plus , 

Are learned words and rare too, ■ 

Thofc tern.s o llr tutors may difcufs, 

And thofe who Pleafe may hear too, 

A Plenum in our wine we fhew 

t 
>1th P1 US and VJan AchindjSir 

But when our Cafh is minUs ^ 

A vacunm foon we find Sir 




as*i 



Copernicus that learned Sag-e , 

Dan Tjcho's error proving- ^ 
Declares^in I cant tell what Fag-e f 
The earth round Sol is moving* ♦ 
.But which g^ocs round whats that to us, 

Kach is Vcrhaps a notion f 
With eartti and Suave make no fafs 
But mind the Bottles motion * 
Tol lol lol Ace. 

3 
Great Gallileo ill was ufd, 
By fuperftitious f"ry, 
Antipodeans were ahnfd^ 
By Ignoramus Jnry, 
Bat feet to feet we dare a tt eft, 

Xor fear a treatment Scurvy * 
.For when were drank— prohatom eft y 
"Were t ambling; topfy turvy. 
Tol lol lol &c. 



Newton talkd of Lig-hts and Shades y . 
And diffrent. colours knew^ Sir; 
Bat doat let us diflturi* our. heads 
With any more than two Sirj 
White and Red our Glafses boaft ^ 

Reflection and refraction 

Yet after him well name our Toaft 

The centre of attraction • 

Tol lol lol &c. 



On that thefis well declaim 4 

With Stratum fuper Stratum • 
There's mig-hty magic in the name, 

*Tis aatnres Voftalatam : 
Wine in nature s next to love 9 

Then wifely let as Mend em, 
Firft thoag^h phyfically Prove 

That nunc tempus eft Mbendum « 
Tol lol lol *cc. 



^ 



4 3* A LOYAL SONG "~ 

Sung 1 b,y M r Lowndes *t feveral Coal tit tit ional Meeting's in the City of London 



Allegro 



*^ . Let RefxJs and Traytors all hang- in a StHjig-let them 



II P m 



&=& 



V V V 



^ 



m buxftirith their Knvy while 

ir 



*^ .^1 ,^ ...^ e: „ _ j -T-i„i- - r i^^-i^t^ >..*- ,. _ r v - , 



g-Jiyly ve Sing* aad rfrink a- g*ood health unto G cor- 1- our goodKing-vhqm Fort true .for ever pre- 



*^ — fcrve Maylleava JbothhisQueeoand his 



*=£ 



F F 



£=£ 



? — tr 




^S 



Fa. mi- -ly Mefs May all his en. - dea - vours i>e . 



crowtidwith fuccefs But. for . thofe who would j him and their Couatry diftref*. Heavii 



4 e e &■ 



E j< J> i i P J' i g 



h- 



i'm] i i ii 



fend them the Fate they defcrve Heavn fead them the Fat* they defervt 



/ 



2 * 
. lis niir DutVjOur intereftjOur PleafnrejOnr boaft, 
. Tb crown the bright Glafs with fo nobfe a Toaft, 
. For as Subjects and Servants we value him moft f 
. From whom all the Virtues proceed: 
. In double Kn^ag^ment our Hearts he does bind, 

For fearch the Vorld runad I defy yon to find 
. A Anarch fo Glorious, a M^fter fo kind 
. A Friend and a *athtr indeed • 



3 *' i3 

.With Vig-our antt Health may his Perfon he Meft, 
May his Re iff* he Tictorioms and Juftly confeft, 
To Ag-es fuciceeding* the happieft and heft >( 

That ever in Britian was feent 

+ 

May his Foes be confounded^his Frieuds be fjncerCj 
May tho Nations around him all tremble in fear - 
May his Name be Immortal und long- be held dear, 
And God keep him longfon the throne 1 



4> 



WUKN BRITAIN FIRST AT HBAVNS 

As fung f by the exprefs Defire of his Majefty^ at the Theatre 
Royal ? Covent Garden^ on Friday the 14. December. 



<fSc J" 




ri J'l^frrtfrrr ^ 



irnr 



^When Britian firft 



at he a v us command .. A--- rofe -„.-... from out the 



A- - ^ ^ zure main Arofo Arofe from out the A- - .. zure Main 



"V 



2*J4* 




nC'trprFina fc^ 



» 



the Charter of the Laud and Guardian An ^ _ 



St rnin 



C-'B rp 'i 




Britannia rule the 

9 



Waves 



Britons 



n e ~ - - -vcr 



will i>e Slaves * 



.The nations not fo hleft as thee, 

Mu ft in their turn to tyrants fall* 

Whilft thou fhalt flourifh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all, 
Rule Ace* 

3 
Still more Majeftic fhalt thou rife , 

More dreadful from each foreign ftroke*^ 
As the loud Hafts that tears the flues 
Serves hut to root thy native Oak, 
Knle be * 



Thee Haug-hty tyrants ne er f hall tame 

All their Attempts to hend thee down 3 
Will >ut aronfe thy Gen'rons Flame, 

But work their Woe and thy renown • 

Rnlc Ace* 
5 
To thee Belongs the rural reig*n , 

Thy Cities fhall with commerce fhine • 
All thine fhall he the Sufijuct main, 
And ev'ry Shore it circles thine • 

Rule Jfcc ♦ 



The mufes ft ill with freedom found, 
Shsll to thy happy coafts repair; 

Hleft Ifle ! with mat chiefs Beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to Guard the Kair 
* Rule Aic • 



SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES. 
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II. 



SFORTSMAN— UR* INCLEOON. 

Now, while above that range of hiHs 
The morn a brightening gleam diftils, 
1 fcizc the gun, and call around 
To eager pointers — juft unbound — 
Swift— for a time— thej dam. away, . 
Too wild— too high of fpirit to obey* 

At length, the whittle** note they hear, 
Look round — ind turn from their career; 
The ttubble quarter nicely o'er, 
And evVy fhcVring nook explore. 
Sec Carlo— fudden— checks his fpeed 1 
Toho I— their lie the birds I Pen*— take heed 1 

How well they back I how fine the point ! 
The hcad.nirn'd fhort, and fm each joint, 
I'll take the birds upon this fide— 
The covcv rifes !— featuring wide ! 
Dead !-^ee the feathers to the right 1 
Mark !— Mark !— Mark !— Among the beans three brace alight. 

Carlo— watch— charge I— keep in, old Don I 
When loaded— ho— good dogs -hey en ! 
Thus, range we, till the fun gets high, 
And on the grcund no feent will He ; 
Then take thro* woods our homeward way, 
And o'er good cheer boaft how wc paft'd the dayi 



in. 

LAPtAND LADT A*D GENTLEMAN- OUET-U1SI BROA0HURST 
AND MRS. MARTTR* 

My Deer, dearly I love him, 
Too hard farely 1 drove him, 
Soft words now cannot move him, 
. I've killM him by ufage unkind ; 
In beauty, my Rein-Deer all others excelling, , 

In velvet fmooth dappled coat look'd he fo well in, 
His ftrcngth and his 4uty were fure paft the telling. 
My Rcin-Dc^r was fleet as the wind* 

His fine face how dejeaed, 
His horns nobly erected, 
In fnow now lie ncgleflcd, 

Half clos'd is his large azure eye ; 
Sweet Rein-Deer, this Epitaph by thy Defender, 
Thy affccTion and fpirit fo delicate tender, 
That when no more good to his friends he could render, 
He quitted the world with a fi^h ! 

iv, 

MOTHER SH1PTON — MR. DARLEV. 

Tho* the pit my fon has fwallow'd, 

Sprites and goblins fav'd h'ts life, 
And by us he mull be followM, 

Ere you can be made his wife. 
Ilaltc, ye lightning, rumble thunder, 

To receive u$, open, earth, 
Ccafc, my daughter, ccafe to wonder, 

Mother Shipton brings the mirth, 

mother 
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MOTHEa SHIPTON— MR. DAaLEY. 

*Ti* true Fm a fright, 

And a merry old ff rights 
And thou ftialt be jovial, fwect lad; 

Pull of frolic and fun, 

Old Care you ftnll outrun. 
Nor know what it is to be fad. 

Thy magical fword, 

Ev'ry blifs (hall afford, 
Wave but that, and enjoy without end, 

From the deep, from the air, 

Ready imps fhall repair, 
Elves and goblins, thy Hep flialJ attend. 



vi; 



MOTHEa SHJPTON — MR. DARLEY, 

Ti;o* o'er darfy-bed ycu run, 
Loft in fwects you're here undone ; 
If you*d certain peril fnun, 
Lift to ire, my frolic ibn ; 
You (hall fail without a fhip, 
To a clime where bleak winds nip, 
Whilft the icy plains you trip, 
Froze arc a:cen,s on t fie lip, 
Cryilal drops from nofes tip, 
Hey J to Lapland with a Skip. 



FAVOURITE SONG 3, 



GLEE AND CHORUS. 

God prcfervc his Majcfty, 
For ever fend him vittory, 
And fruftnte all his enemies. 



FINALE. 

Lasting joys they cannot mi fs, 

To the fane by Cupid Jed, 
Days of mirth, and nights of blifs, 

Wait the marriage board and bed. 
Albion, ever to be bleft, 

Harmany her joys increafe, 
May no canker in her breaft, 

E'er confume the rofe of peace I 
Why from laugh fhould we refrain, 

Why fliou'd not the bowl go round, 
Whilft our canvas fpreads the main, 

Whilft our fields with plenty crown'd f 



SONGS IN THE PIRATES. 

AS PERFOaMtNG AT THE KING'S THIATflE IN 
THE HAVMARKET. 

ALTADOa— Mit. KELLY, 

Memory repeating, 

Paft joys to foothe my foul ; 
Hope points where plcaftires greeting 

In brjght fucccCion roll. 



Revenge, content debiting, 
I fhun thy dire controuL 

Jealou fy no longer heeding, 
Shall I her fatal wiles obey ; 

NcVr again my blifs impeding, 
Will I own Sufpicion's fway. 

Her conftancy my foul tranfp^rting, 
With joys too vaft to be exprefs'd ; 

Sec fay* ring Love my prcfencc courting j 
I come, I haften to be blcfs'd. 



D 



AUROaA^MaS. CROUCH. 



As wrapt in flecpllay, 
Fancy zfto m'd her ftvay. 

A voice, which fpoke defpair, 
Cried, * Mourn thy lover b t mifii*d. 
* Cold I cold I beneath the main, 
' Lies he in battle Sinn. 

* Mourn, mourn, thou wretched fair, 
'AH hope from thee is vanifti'd.' 

Upon the rock I flood : 
Forth from the foaming flood, 

A rofe the lovely form 
Of him who now is baniflTd. 
Loofe flow'd his auburn hair; 
GorM was his bofom, bare. 

Sinking amid the ttorm 
e fished * adieu!* and vamftiU. 
H 



INDEX TO THE FIRST VOL'UME, 



A BUSV humble bee 3ml 

Angelic fair, beneath jon pine , 

All you that arc wiic r.nd think life worth enjoying 

Attend, yc ever tuneful fwains • • * 

Attend all yc fair, and 1*11 tell you the art 

Awake, ye droiviy fwains, awake 

Blooming Bacchus, ever young * * 

Bufy, curious, ihirily fly — a Duct 

Bring me flowers, bi'mg me wine 

Bid mc, when fjny winters mere 

Bacchus, god of joys divir.c • 

Brigh.'; Phcebus has ni- uiittd the chariot of day 

GVHa, board thy charms no more • • 

Come, bulifejbuftlc.ch-ir.k ab^ut • 

Come, each gallant lad, who'll for pleasure quit caie 

Conic, laflic, lend me your braw hemp keck!e • 

Come on yc fans of gajlic freedom 

Come, iwcet month, in lovely veil 

BiogenCF, furly and proud * 

Dull bus'ncfc, hence ' avoid this facred round 

Fair Rofalind, in woful wife - * 

Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl 

Fair Aurora, prithee ilay 

Fyc, nay prithee John 

From the hill of Pa/naflus detcend, my fair maid 

From morn till night 1 take my glafs 

Free from the buftlc, care, and ft rife 

From fweet bewitching tricks of love 

Gloomy care, no more perplex mc „ 

How foft the delights, and how charming the joy 

How merrily we live • . < 

How oft with rapture luve I try*d 

How blcil are we feamen, how j->yful and gay 

How plcaVd within my native bow'rs • 
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I heed not, while Jifc's on the wmg^ 

In love fhou'd there meet a fond p.«r 

I'd rather live here, and be rcckonUa clown 

If a lover is told he is falfe 10 his f^ir 

In good King Charles's golden dm • 

Jn Ta union Dean Jch wor born and bicd 

Let rebels and rrairors all hang in a ftring 
Lei pleafurc ^o round • 

l.nvch, yei un^aicful, fwain 
hove in tny cvts for tva pliys (car.7^nct) 

M»: 1vli7.cn my name U and many a >car 

Mv Bctfv is tnc hlkfccft m U • 

M*v fpin;s arc minting my heart's lull of glee 

My h\or:b, wiSdcilot his IVjc 

Mv heart's my own my will is free 

My Chloc why d'ye lhfcht me 

Kigh to a place callM Dover in Kent 
Now Phcebus finketh in xUc weft ^ 
Now I know wha: it is to have ltrove 
Now Aurora is up, the fweet goddefs of day 
Now we're free tiom college rules 

Oh I who is mc ! poor Wallcy cry'd 

Of quacking and quacks let us fing . 

O ! had 1 been by fate decreed 

O come my love, oh haile away 

Of all the girls that arc fo fmart 

O'er the feas my love is failing 

Q, welcome ray love, how welcome to me 

Oh ! how (hall 1 in language weak 

O, fairclt maid, I own thy pow'r 

O, true contcut 1 fecurc from harm 

O give me that focial delight 
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INDEX. 



Prayer of the Sicilian Mariners— Duet • Page 112 

Phcebus, meaner themes difd am in g • • 176 

Poor Celia fell fick, and look'd wonderful bad • * 30 

Soft god of flee p when next you "fteal * 22 

Since Love fuch eitacy can give • • 58 

Some women take delight in drefs • ■ * 3 1 

St. Patrick was an honell foul • • 95 

Sweet are the charms of her I love • 2> 

Shepherd, would'il thou here obuin • » .26 

Sing unto my roundelay • • • 199 

Strephon hath fafhion, wit, and youth • • *. 122 

The four P's. A new political fong * • 22* 

The ploughman he** a bonny lad • • • 23* 
To the woods and the fields, my brave boys, haflc away • 27 

Thus when the fw allow • • 41 

The charge is preparM * • • 42 

The foldicr tird of wars alarms • * • 9 

The bride came in from the barn # • * 94 

The wanton god who pierces hearts • • 80 

Thurfday in the morn, the nineteenth of May • 89 

To Anacreon in heav'n, where lie fat in full glee • 205 

The feafon of love • • • 65 

*Tis not wealth • • * -46 

Tho' begging is an honcft trade • • • 55 

That Oddities now are the tafte of the age • 60 

The lafs that would know hew to manage a man • 61 

The trumpet refounds from afar • • • 101 

The wheel of life is turning quickly round • • • 121 

Tl>e collier has a daughter • • • • 1.27 

The virgin, when foftcn'd by May • • 129 

The, ecchoing Knro calls the fportmen abroad * • 1 48 

The fragant lily of the vale « • • 179 

Thii toaib bc'tliinc, Aaacrcon— For three voices * 120 



To chace o'er the plains the fox or the hare • Page 

T'other day as I fat in the Sycamore fhade * 

Vulcan contrive me fuch a cup • * 

Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luftre • 

What fhepherd or nymph of the grove 

When fore'd from dear Hebe to go 

When your beauty appears in its graces and airs • • 

When lhc flowing bowl I fee, • • • 

When the fancy- llirring bowl 

When winter robes the hills and plains • • * 

Whilil I'm carouzing to cheer up my foul 

When I took my departure from Dublin's fwcet city 

When lovely woman ft oops to folly 

What is there in this fcolifh life • 

Why heaves my fond boforn • • 

Why will you my paflion reprove 

When Phcebus begins juft to peep o'er the hills 

When Britain firft, at heav'ns command 

When firft you took my he$rt as a prize 

When Bacchus jolly god invites • • 

Ye gales, that gently \vtve the fea 

Ye lads of true fpirit 

NEW SONGS SUNG AT PUBLIC PLACES. 

As wrapt in ftcep I lay • ■ * 

Amidrt the allufions that o'er the mind flutter 

As on yon village lawn I ftrayed 

Ah, Fafhion, wherefore doll thou fiill * • 

Ah, tell me, Daphne, tell' me why 

As through life's journey pou proceed * 

As yet a youth, and unbetray'd * • 

As I wanderM along, and was humming a fong 

And will you footh my anguifli (Trio) * 

Ah, Delia ! dear maid of my heart • 
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Ah, how can I my grief reveal • 

As Chriftmas approaches, each bofom is gay 

A plague upon the men, 1 fay 

Behold, deny'd their airy flight 

Behoht a damfel in diitrefs • 

By the fide of a grove, at thd foot of a lull 

Coart mc n-t to fecnes of pkafure 

CouM ycu to battle march away 

Come, failors, be filling the cao 

Come: line with mce, *nd be my decre 

Come from Horror's dreary cell 

Dcur Clo'a, let's love while in foft wanton gales 

Devoid of (ill care was my morning of life 

Dcfpair around my head 

X>tfar Is my little native vale 

Mx amine the world with attention, you'll find 

Fill the goblet high with wine 

For England, when, with fav'ring gale 

Fancy paints the flattering fecne • 

Fell v ar, the fpcar and tented field 

Girls my appear 

Godcefsof lib:t!y, my foul infjire 

Hark, forward's the word, and ail join in the chace 

How charm in^'s a camp, where foldiers Utc and early 

How poor are words ! how vain is art 

How my heart will fink within me • 

How blefl were late my jocund hours 

I'll fly from the Thames to the LiiFy 

If the wives in lhc market were to be fold • 

. I tremble to think that my foldier's fo bold 

J am a jolly gay pedlar • • 

If your lovers, maids, for fake ypu • • 

In a fhop of own, once I'd very pretty call 
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In freedom M live, though your flive I may be 

In fimmcr time when aw is gay 

It was a lover, and his lafs 

I'm not very nice in the choice cf a mate 

J have look'd into life, and with truth I can fay 

Je vais vous dire ici 1'hiftoire * 

Jufl when the blooming, fragrant fpring 

Ladies, would you know what magic 

L "utle t h i n k s th e to wn fman's w i fc 

Love was once a harmltfs child 

Lift to me, yogeiulc frir 

Lading joys they cannot inifs 

Love, like the opening flower 

Lover's, who liftcn to Reafon's pcrfuaGon 

Love's fcv'rifh fit 

Let us brifk and merry hz (Duct) 

Loofe were her rrefl'es fee 11, her zone unbound 

Lord I what a fufs my mother made 

Let philosophers prate about reafon and t\wz% 

My father Pan, when I was born 

My wife in rage will rattle 

Mortal, mortal, mom! man • ■ 

My Rofc is fare ihe fweetcft h& 

Memory repeating • ■ 

My l)Ver, dearly I love him • 

Na fhepherd on the daificd plain 

Now, while above that range of hill s 

No in air ye benny lafl'ts g;iy 

Near the jaws of a prifrn, in whofe di final gloom 

Oil ! the pretty creature ! 
Oh dear I what mall i do ? 
.Old England for ever « * 

OVr ban en hills and flow'ry dales • 

O t dearly do 1 love to rove 
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0\ I the moment was fad when my love and I parted 

On Afric's wide plain, where the lion now roaring 

Oft as on Thames's banks I Uray 

Oh ! let me in thofe ringlets ftray . *" , 

Of a. vile lick of honefty grumblers complain 

One, one fhort momcot 1 embrace 

One night while round lhe fire wc fat 

O . r wL s my dcnrcA Clara b'eil 

O.phcus with h : s Lt: zr.d made tree? 

Oh the fwcei contentment 

O, the bonny, bonny bAU 

Poor Carlos fued a beauteous maid 

Pheiim OThin is my na:r±e 

See May approaches crown'd with flow'rs 

Smooth as the limpid fircam that ilrays 

So.igs of triumph let us raii'c 

St** ruddy Aurora begins to appear 

Surely ft woman's a powerful creature • 

Some device my a":ni to cover 

To old St. Karh'iine's now ad'eu . , 

The Avecc b;iar grows in the merry green wood 

The night was ftiil, the air fcrenc 

Th: morning dew that'wefs the rofe 

T ! *: ftadc* oi" evening now descending 

To relieve my Jond complaining 

Tho' the pit my fen has nvallow'd 

*Tis true J'ma fright 

Tho' o'er daifyM- beds you run 

There, ihc moon.filver'd waters roam 

Tho 1 by the icmpeil, the bark rudely driven 

Thro 1 France, thro* all the German regions 

The fhiptvrcck'd Ur, on hi] lows tod* A 

The mind opnrefs'd, by ficcp may hope 
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Thy freedom loft, no more, fwect bird 

The hemes Hour, who dangers feorn • 

The merry man ' • * 

Tears that exhale from the fprings of good nature 

The fhafr of wild rebellion (Scltetto) 

The tipping Deities 

When fummer fmiling bids the hills 
-When gem!e Love iiril iir'd my brcaft 
When one's drunk, not a girl hut 1 x>ks pretty 
W!:ilc fond thoughts I'm thus carcfiing 
When J had fcarccly told fixtecn 
Woman is 3 match for him * * 

When 1 was at home I was merry and friflty 
While fond thoughts J 'm thus carefling 
When fir't on the plain I began to appear 
When placid night diffufes e'er the plain 
What masters, Tom, 10 where we're bound 
What bots it where thy foldier lies ? 
When on hoard our trim veflcl we joyoufly fail'd 
When firil you won my virgin heart 
When the hds and the lafl'es arc met on the green 
When lirit I faw my Nancy's form * 

What joy can compare to the life of a foldier 
When the trumpet Fame calls to honour and arms 
When 1 Jiv'd uith granam, on yon little green 
Whene'er flic hade me. ceafe to plead 
Where the banners of glory are Area mi ng 

You may fcafl your cars with a fife or a drum 

Yes is the word ihat^I love bell 

Young Teddy is an Irilh lad 

Young Sandy follows me 

Ye fporifmcn for plea fu re and cxcrcifc born 

Ye cvrtal fountains, foftly flow 
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